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WALTHEOF. 



A TRAGEDf IN FIVE ACTS. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



^ Saxons. ' 



Mr. Creswick. 

Mr. Montague. 
Mr. Ponisi. 
Mr. Mead. 

Mr. Fitzroy. 

Miss H. Coveney, 
'Mr. Parry. 

Mr. Mortimer. 

Mr. B. Norton. 

Mr. Collier. 



WaI/Thbof, Farl of Hun-' 

ttngdofi .... 

Edwin 

MOROAR .... 

Cerdic .... 

Egbert, An old retainer, of 

Waltheof V 
Edred, Esquire to "Waltheof 
Db Q\5iLDiB,B.fEarlofNorfolk'\ 
Fitz-Osborne, FncTid cfDe 

Guader . . -iTW/x-T^a^^ 

Wabrbnnb, Earl of Surrey j^J^ormans 

Orantmesnel, ^arl of 

Chester . .J 

Fretheric, Bishop of Ely . . . Mb. Butler. 
GuRLOis, .4 BHtish slave, son to^;^ ^ 

Gmntver / 

Soldier Mr. Young. 

Judith, Wife of Waltheof, and niece\j^ Cnnvvn 

to WiUtam the Conqueror - ./^'^^ Cooper. 

^'>=^^»^*/^ of^^ Guader, anrf Ward^^^^^^ j covbney. 

oj WtUtam .... .J 
tJuiNiVER, jBW^A Weird Woman . Mrs.H. B. Rignold. 
Attendant Miss Gregory. 

Knights, Esquires, Troops, 8^c. S^c. S^c. 

Date, 1072. Period of action, about three days. 

ACT I. 

SCENE 1.— Early Morning. Wild Wood Scene. 
Guiniver discovered sitting at the foot of an oak, c. 

Ouin. My days of thought have gender'd sleepless nights. — 
\^Cofnes forward.] I have outwatch'd the stars, and from their 

globes 
Of dazzling light, methought I voices heard, 
Hiat shouted ** Vengeance !" " Vengeance !" Guiniver I 
And when I heed ye not, prophetic fires, 
Look down with scorn on me. 
A step ! My son ! 

Enter Gurlois, r. 

Cfnr. Mother ! 

Guin. My boy ! 

Our. The Norman lord 

Ovin, Hath wed the Norman dame. Tis so ! 
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The wild winds whisper'd it, when yesternight^ 
The flaming lightning rived to rugged splints 
This Druid oak^ whose tough and massive boughs. 
Had grappled with the storms for centuries. 

Gur. Thou smil'st, I have not seen a smile upon 
Thy lip, since Harold fell. 

Gmn. It is a flash 
Shall herald in a storm. Now speak thy news. 

Gur. My news ! what news is pleasant to a Briton's ear. 
Save when he tells himself, that he must die ? 
When did he last hear music in a voice ? 

Guin. Yon heart-sick girl, in breath that would not stir 
A feather's calm, hath murmured vows, shall raise 
A hurricane to shake down bearded men : 
There's music for thee, boy ! 

Gwf. We have waited, mother 

Guin. But for our time. — 
The curse hath been upon our native land. 
Since when the Roman Csesar's galleys broke 
Their golden beaks upon our sea-worn cliffs, 
The Scot, the Pict, the Saxon hordes, who slew 
Our sotted Vortigem, Rowena's toy. 
The ruthless Dane, the Norman dad in steel. 
All came — all saw — ^and then, all conquered us. 
And I, descended from a line of kings, 
Who,se blood was princely, ere these northern wolves 
Had burst their ioe-ribb'd seas, am but 

Gur. A slave ! 

Guin. And I have lived, to hear myself so call'd. 
And by my son ! I am a British slave I 
The earth is rank with our dead countrymen. 
They sleep, and unreveng*d ; while o*er their graves, 
Contending men, cry havock ! for their homes. 
But I 

Gur. But thou art old — 

Gum. No, not so old 
But I remember that — I had a boy — 
A fair-hair'd boy, who, with his prattle, made 
With thee, my native woods a paradise. 

Gur, But thou art grey, leave this to younger arms. 

Guin. And blunter wit. 'Tis true, I have grown grey. 
But greedy time, that stole the gloss away 
From my hair's raven hue, and silver'd it, 
Hath not overthrown my mind, nor quench'd its Are. 
Have not I trafficked with sonl-blasting charms ? 
Pluck'd spiced herbs, and such as hold within 
Their freckled cups, the newly poison'd dew ? 
Have not I sought for all forbidden things— 
^^'^6. spells, that shake the strong-built finnament ? 
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Gw, Thou hast — 

Guin, I have I • Yes boy, for what ? Revenge ! 

Gur, [Pasnonatefy laying Ms hand on his dagger."] Mother ! 

Gidn. Let daggers rest ! Whafs one poor life ?. 
Had daggers aided me, think'st mine had slept ? 
I have been branded as a foul-lnrthM witch, 
Have seal yonng children trembte at my gaze. 
And old men cross themselves : at ievery turn 
Th' averted eye^— 4he finger shook in scorn — 
And I have borne them all : again — ^for what ? 

Gur. Revenge I 

Guin. And we shall have revenge : 
List, boy — ^the Bastard is in Normandy, 
The Norman barons, and the Saxon thanes 
Have met as Mends : they now conspire to shake 
The new raised throne. I have my work to do. 
The wolf and dog shall meet ; then perish both ! 
Away to Warrenne with this welcome news ; 
He hates this Waltheof, and bat bides his time, 
To strike him headlong from his lofty height. 
Away ! 

Gur. Where next we meet ? 

Guin. Here. 

Gur. When? 

Guin. To-night ! [Crosses to r.] 

See yonder cloud that frowns above the sun : 
The blast sleeps there, and blinding lightning lies 
Lapped in the thunder's fold : look on it, boy ! 
Before the spirit's hand, with whirlwind arm'd. 
Shall dash the tempest forth, the earth shall teem 
With Saxon, Norman blood ! Foe meets with foe ! 
See, on the plain, the Britons' masters meet ! 
My curse is there, and plays around each helm — 
Guides every sword, points every arrow, lance ! 
On ! on, again ! the field with crimson flows ! 

On ! on I Ha ! ha ! ha ! the fiend of battle shouts ! 

There is no living quarry for his lust. [Eant Guin. r. Gur. l.] 

SCENE IL— ^ noble Saxon Hall, in the Castle of Waltheof. 
The Marriage qfDE Gitader and ADishAJttst concluded. 

Waltheof, Edwin, Cerdic, Morcar, Fretheric, Dk 
GuADER, FiTZ Osborne. {Tyumpet.) 

Fire. Peace be with Norfolk, and his peerless bride, 
And love with fruitful intercourse ; and all 
The healthful joys, that duice attendance on 
The marriage bed, leading to happiness. [All drink.] 

Cer. But by my life, this hasty marriage held 



6 WALTHEOF. [aCT I. 

In bold opposing to the Bastard's law. 

Will raise a storm, we must, by times o'er-rale, 

Or it will sweep us headlong from its path. 

Edw. Then gentler joys farewell ! 
The trumpet tongue of noble war must drown 
The silver cymbals of short summer'd peace. 

Cer. [Rising.'} And welcome it. That smooth.paced palfrey 
" peace," 
Hath too long ambled o'er our native land, * 

[Comes forward, Edw. and Mor, me.] 
Oh ! I could gnaw my very flesh to think. 
That we, whose fathers won this crag-girt land, 
And kept it 'gainst a world — ^like cowutls crouch 
Before these robbers — ^who, with steel dad breasts 

Mor. [Aside to Cer.] Bethink you noble Thane — ^the Nor- 
mans there [Edred and Attendants retire^ r. tmd 

L. c. 7%e guests forming groups, r. and l.] 

Cer, [c] Bid me crouch too! [De Gua., Fre. anrf Pitz-Os. 
come forward."] Oh ! but — I did forget : — 
Nobles — gentlemen — I pray you pardon me : 
I have a deeper-seated injury. 
Than man e'er had who spoke it tenderly. 

De Gua. [l. c] My charger hath not breath'd an acre since 
Matilda's tournament at Pevensey. 

Edw. [r. c] Thy horse shall breathe. 

The bastard, lapp'd in pleasant Normandy, 
Yields fair occasion for our purposes. 

Cer. [c] And we lay hold on't. 
Fitz-Osbome, Norfolk you, both deeply wrong'd' 
By him, whom ye had ably help'd to climb 
The lofty /eyrie of the English throne, 
Have sworn to back our noble enterprize 

De Gua. He scom'd my suit. I kneel'd to him ; — once more 
He did refuse. I told him of our loves : 
He smil'd : — ^how I had fought for him : again 
He smiled; bled for him : gods ! he smil'd again ! 
And when I press'd my suit, he vow'd that I 
** Was troublesome !" and, " Adela," quoth he, 
And then he stopp'd and frown'd, ** Wives not with thee," 
And — so he left me. 

ntz- Os. He was no true prophet then. 

De Gua. 'Tis but an hour I have wedded one 
Whose charms have made me most in love with peace. 
Her I forego : her arms : her smiles of joy ! 
'Tin my good blade hath writ receipt for all 
Mine injuries. My life, my love, my hopes, 
On this one stake I cast. Glove, sword, and heart. 
My fortune and my followers. 

FitZ'Os. And mine. 
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Mor. And mine. 

Cer. So all ! 

Fre, [l.] Save Waltheof! 

Edw. Beneath his silence lies a deep resolve, 
The stanchest hounds ne'er wake the welkin up 
Until the game's afoot — then, hark for music. 

ifV/jp-Ot. What! Waltheof! 

De Gua, Dreamest thou ? 

WaU, No ! 

Cftr, Tbou hast a country, Waltheof ! 

WaU. I had ! 

Cer, Still hast. 
Alas ! poor country ! when her foremost son 
Toms traitor to her dearest interests. 

WaU. I am no traitor, Cerdic. 
Your secret's mine, and safe as with yourselves. 
I lore ye, think with ye, but join ye not. 
And yet, I am no traitor, gentlemen. 
Hath he not rain'd on me his royal love : 
Heap'd on me honours with unsparing hand : 
And favoured me above his countrymen ? 

Edw. As man, he is thy friend ; as tyrant, foe ; 
While righting thee, he wrong'd thy country most. 
The robber fed thee, but with rifled spoils. 

Walt. He conquered, — could have slain, — ^but pardon 'd me ; 
And to my keeping gave the rarest gem 
That grac'd his state ; which set mid my rude clay. 
Made priceless what was valueless before. 

De Gua. 'Twaa poUcy. 

WaU. PoUcy '. 
It made me happy ; — and, I asked no more. 

Cer. [l. c] .Aj*t thou afraid to die ? 

Edw. [b. c] No ! — on my life ! 

WaU. [c] I thank thee, Edwin. It was ever thus^- 
The tongue Uiat slander'd me, found thee its foe. 
Tis not this outward shell for which I carp. 
Thai, at the best, hath but a few years' wear, 
Tis not the case, but pearl it cabinets — 
'Tub not mine outward man, but inward honour. 
The first's a foam flake, plaything for a breeze. 
The second is a rode for blasts to batter at. 
And yet not shake. 

Edw. Thou art ambitious to be honourable. 
What honour greater than to aid the land 
That gave thee birth ? What honour nobler than 
To die for it ? What hate more lawful than 
The hate that thou shouldst bear its conqueror ? 

WaU. None I My country hath my prayers, my love, my heart ; 
My -heart's best blood,, pould that but ransom it. 
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Mf father'e sworil is glued iritbin iu sbeath 

Hy aaured grBtitode. [liflirit 

Cer. Now bjr mine ancsators. I stand (tmn»ed '. 
\s lie s god. or oorrent in his leins 
All Suon hload, that we should court him thus } 
Let every mnn Tie chief, htiu chiefest who, 
Witli helmlesa brow shall ilfepett jilougU within 
The Nortoau ranks. L«t !pider» weave their webs 
Within his helm ; his uaback'd war-hom chafe, 
Leave him at home to rmrte his gratitudR. [Cmttet M S.J 

Pre. Tliy worda might call thy tallier beck lo cluiu ' 
His BwDrd apart, 

Crr. Why, what a rout is here wit]i gratitade ! 
U thai the only doty of thy lift ? 

Mar. Up ! Op ! for Bhaine. 

Eiho. Let not thy purpose erooeh. 
Aa heateD hound, before the lash of douht. 

Wall, [Starlinff up,] Wonldst have roe Blsy my wife ' 

Or. If it would gave 
Thy coontry — aye I 

Wall. 7%K were a Roman act. 

Or. And wherefore not a SsxoD ? 

Elite Tlius Brutus did ■ 

Walt, He did not slay hia wife ! And. yet. he did. 
Slew all ; wife, muter, tHmd ; and slaying them. 
He also slew himself. For pmnper'd he ? 
tiook back throui^ history, aod liad me, Sirs, 
A hoad that hath not vilhKT'd when It Mruek 
Anointed kings. 

De Oua. If thou 'rt afraid to strike. 
Leave then the task to mp. 

WuO. Norman 1 

De Gua. Pardon! 
1 did but Kail, to prate the mettled steed, 

Sdv, WalthflOf 

Wall, I may not hear thee. [Cer. and parly reHn, 

rtil.viio hnvr bren obttrving Iht paiHag dialogiu.jom tht 

Bdw. Thou wilt '. Nay-, tbalt. 
Prom early youth, we two were knit by bonds. 
The busy world pronoanr'il unbrt^able. 
We had one wish, one thoaght, one common aim. 

Wall. We had— we have. 

Edw. We hnd, till thou wast wed ; 
Then privite love o'ereame thy pubhr hate ; 
Thnngh vrarthy love, it )» a sejliih joy. 
Which thou hast sal againat the Wtler wrong* 
That cmsh the heurta of all thv coontrynien. 
n^boslde. 
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My oountrymen ! Your chiefest man has — what ? 
A wife I Is Mess'd ! and therefore rest ye slaves ! 

Walt, No more ^ no more ! Thou 'st waked me from a 
dream, 
{^All advance,'] lliat waking, sleeping, ne'er will come again ! 
Thou 'st touched a note thou knewest would respond ; 
The master-key was in the master-hand. 
Oh ! thou hast set my country 'gainst my wife, 
My country's wrongs against my gratitude. ^ 
As lesser yirtues are but fieeble stars, 
That fidnt before the suns of nobler ones. 
So gentle love, and peerless gratitude 
Must fade before the brighter, broader flame 
That lights a patriot's soul ! And be it so. 

Cer, [roit^ Waltheof's Aond.] That 's nobly said. 

WaU. And would 'twere nobly done. 
We shall not prosper, Fretheric ! 
Ingratitade's a wlup that goads us on 
To our perdition. We shall not prosper, Edwin. 

JBdw. When deep-browed clouds are frowning o'er the earth, 
Canst point me out where shines the northern star ? 
Canst look into a rock, and tell me where 
The hidden waters madden for a leap ? 

Fre, If so, thou canst our morrow's venture read. 

Cer. Who doubts of morrows ? Fight we not as one ? 
And one of manies made, is 't not invincible ? 
To-morrow must be ours ? Who doubts must fear. 
Who fears, out on 't, is not his scabbard's worth. 

De Gua, Upon our swords let 's swear. [Thep all draw.l 

Walt. Stay! 
What honour holds not binding, all our oaths 
Would treat as jests. If inbred ffuth will not 
Cement this enterprise,, strong oaths are air, 
And vaunted resolution spring-tide ice. 
A freeman's cause is its own sacrament, 
Who iweats to it but adds a feeble voice 
Unto the full-toned music of the soul. 
Oaths are the'weapons that a coward wic^lds. 
The froth that tells the water's shallowness. 
Shrine in your hearts the will ** to do or die." 
Give not that devil doubt a place to lurk. 
Clasp but mine hand — thus — thus — ^there is no oath 
That tongue e'er forged hath half such depth in it. 
Oh 1 give me palmistry to read the heart. 

Edw. Now can I glory when I call thee friend. 

Walt. And should I wrong ye ; stain mine honesty, 
That evil fedl on me, that blight of shame 
Which good men pray against — a memory 
Of scorn — then link my name with his who curs'd, 

B 
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In his disloyalty, betrayed the earth's 

One paragon ! Now, leave me ; I pray you leave me. 

Or. To don thine armour, and collect thy strength. 
We are prepared for battle, and will play 
The gap 'twixt then and now with hawk and hound. 
And look ye, sir, my golden bracelet I 
Will set against your knightly basinet. 
That not a wing that fans the air this day. 
Shall swoop so sure as will my Saxon hawk. 

De Gua. 'Tis done. 

Cer. That's well : and let the falcon's flight ■ 

Foretell the issue of the coming strife 
When Saxon breast and Saxon sword shall match 
With Norman steel, with Norman shield and brand. 

[Exeunt all but Walt., through c. wndafff^ b.] 

Walt. [SolusJ] There is a discord in my brain : — a dwbt 

That hath bewilder'd all its harmony ! 

But, hence ye tender thoughts that sit enthron'd 
Like loving seraphs on the peaceful heart : — 
Give place to such as will not bear a name. [Hom» witkfiifi\ 
What ! Ho ! [Att^idants armed for the chaser with AfW^i 

spearsi Sfc, cross Jr&m l. to b.] 

Egb. My lord ! ^'"^ =•"■"*'' '" 

Walt, Once more old Egbert : ever when I call'd. 
Thou wert the first afoot. 

Egb. Oh ! good my gracious lord, 
Age hath not murder' love, but frosted it — 
And made it mellower ; when I come not — 
And Waltheof call, then deem old Egbert gone. 
Where that, the voice of man, can never reach. 

[Kisses Waltheofs hmi^ 

Walt. [Aside."] These tears shame me ! 
Old man, there is an after life to live. 
Where I may thank thee ; — ^hwe, human love, 
By human word, is Ul express'd.— 'Away ! [Horns eeose.] 

Egb.^/lj lord ! 

Walt. Once more, good Egbert, bring me forth my shield-^ 
You kept my boyhood's playtiiing bright for me. 
Collect my followers — ^for so you did 
For him who call'd me son : see ably stor'd 
My castle's hold ! — the truest men and best, 
Place on the walls — call in the scouts — 'hove all 
See thou it done — I trust no care but thine — 
My father and his sire — both said as much. 

Egb. Their son could say no more — 'Tis done, my lord :— 
Will can do more than strength or ablest youth. [ExU^ i..] 

Walt. What have I done ? — I dare not dwell on it. 
Had not I wrongs, which leap to frenzy when 
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think o^ them, I should not dare to front 
liat angel smile, which with its loveliness 
Cakes my ingratitude appear more damn'd. [^Distant shouts,"] 
o knit my powers too — ^my country's griefs — 
^ith men whose thoughts are bounded by revenge 
at brings a curse upon that country's cause — 
[a ! — ^my wife — \_8ound of shouting voithouty Trumpets, Sfc. 

Enter Jvmm J.. ^ ffoe> up.-\ 

Jud. What hast thou done ? Thou hast not thrown aside, 
l8 valueless, the jewel of my love, 
>n(xrwom and prized. Thou hast not joined these bold, 
lebelliotis men, who seek to shake a throne, 
'hey perilled all to raise. 

Walt. Sweet wife, I have. 

Jud. Thou must not. 

fValt. Sweet wife, I must. 
\e thou content, 1 have empawn'd mine honour. 

Jud, And Where's the honour thou hast pawn'd to me ; 
'o him, who gave me thee, and who, upon 
*he battle-field, breath'd pardon and reward ? 
f I, in humbleness, may say as much, — 
le might have slain thee, Waltheqf 1 

Walt. Aye — ^would he had ! 

Jud. His weapon then— ^less cruel than thy words. 

Walt. Yet no ! why wish for death — when living, I 
lay play a part will yield eternity. 
'or good deeds never fade — and good men never die. 

Jtul. Shut out such thoughts, let futures outdo pasts, 
<et what may be, outbid the what hath been. 
hake not, brave oak, or I, the loving vine, 
Vliose prop thou art, must fall and wither too: 

Walt. My Judith, when the good tree^s heart is charr'd, 
low soon its branches rot beside its leaves. 
liou art but clinging to a very slave. 

Jitd. Thou art no slave. Thou lookest like no slave ! 
lie noblest minds are ever best content "^ 

^o bear control. Affection scometh aU 
liose harsher terms of ** master," '^ slave," and for 
Inch captious words, writes ** friend." Thou art no slave. 
Lnd if a slave — ^which thou shall dje, ere be — 
VTiat service is one arm ? — ^What loss one sword ? 

Walt. My sword ? No more than is the meanest hind*s. 
Example 'tis — ^and this should greatness show 
!*o lowliness. For did each man withhold, 
Hiere then would stand the phalanx of the free ? 
Lnd should one beam refuse to shine, because 
ione it could not .light a world : or should 
hie drop of rain refose to frdl, because^ 



• It could rot form a foaming river's stream, 
Wlieru would be liglit, or fbod, or sll tliat's here 
Of good and beanllFul ? J may not fire 
My fnther-land ; but by oiample I 
May raise op men who irtll -perform ibe tnslt. 

Jud. Thia is ambition's dream : the fieUlf thront 
Wbose steps to atoms crumble 'oeotb tbe foot. 
The throne IB reached, and theo, that cmmbles toe 
It is a story told, 

Whose moral Btenifies, s death to peai 
Wott. Ambition riBhtly «jm'd. is ni 
Jad. The world's ambition, woman's prirate woe.' 
► Tht! laurel dazzles you, its berry poimns w. 
I It is a ilep-dame, who, imperious, 
L Thrusts forth that child of elder birth, old love. 
I To perish ! 

Walt. Man, living for WmBcirs a blot. 
Jad. Himself! You live for me I 
I Thi> is all nev to me, but yesterday 

a bold, rough Saxon nobleman, 
I Thine answer " yea" or " atty," thine arjnmenl 
I The sword. To-day thoo'rt full of subtleties, 
] Strange metaphon ! What causes thia ? 
Walt. A word— 
Jvd. That word ? 
Wall. Liberty! 
Jud. A dream — 
Wall. And 1 would not awake. 
Jfd. Thou art upon a path more dangeroua. 
Than is a sailor on an unknown sea. 
' No pilot yet, hath found that safer track, 
\ By which to murder kinp ; why start ? 'Tis so ! 

Wall. BecsDse in seeking right, we chance to fall. 
I Should therefore right, be never travell'd for ? 
And should I die, anoUier Ivlla my place J 
If this great earth should vanish from aJl spnne, 
Would saj of those lamps that gQd the night, 
"'er miaa it from its sphere i 
Jiid. Yes, Waltheof, the moon that borrows light from 
I Tlinu wilt not raise thhie arm, my Waltheof, 
'Gainst him, who made so proud a wife of me. 
He in my father's brother L 

Wall. He is thy husband's country's foe ; therdore 



Thine 



lemy. 



My cJUntryinen appeal to me for right ; 
The Qohlest, best, are slaves, and led about 
A* nuioos beaata, (o feed the scornful eyes 
Of Norman multitudes. Mine honest rage 

h now hrolte through tltose fancy. wreathed rhiii 
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Call'd loyalty ; which men may forge or break, 

As kings to king-makers are fair or foul. 

As kings to king-keepers, are true or false ! [Crosses to r.j 

Jud. Be calm, my Waltheof ! 

Walt. Bid mountain cataracts like brooklets flow— > 
Upon the pyre of this oppressed land, 
I dedicate myself : if sacrificed 
I have not died in vain : the good tree falls. 
But from its rotting arms, springs nourishment, 
To feed a thousand seeds. Yes, Judith, yes — 
There's glory in such death ! [Crosses /or.] 

Jud. Cease ! cease ! 
I am thy wife, and thou art conscience-thron'd. 
And to such mighty majesty I bend ; 
Gro, Waltheof, and on this loving kiss. 
Come all prosperity. A tear ! Forgive it — 
I'll not offend again : it would overflow. 
The fount was fUll, and so it bubbled up. 
It is the last — ^for tears and I must learn 
To say Farewell ! Farewell ! and, now, depart ! 
Yet — ^not to night — ^for I must school my tongue 
To that — ^which on the morrow spoke — ^will break 
My heart. — ^Fill all the gap, 'twixt then and now, 
With these " Farewells" — and I shall weep upon 
The saying them — Farewell! [Ea^it, l. c] 

Walt. Farewell ! Who never spoke that word 
To one he lov'd, hath yet to learn the tongue 
Is rooted in the heart ! Farewell — ^the sun 
In all his course sees nought so exquisite. 
Farewell ! Now war with all its noble pomp 
WUl banish from my breast these home-bred joys. 
Away ! I have no space for vain dispute 
With halting reason, which the giant shade 
Of grim misfortune sees upon the pa^ 
Which I must tread. 

Come what may come — I bear me like a man. 
And dash foreboding from my busy brain 
As I would dash a poison from my lip. [Exity l. c] 

Enter De Guader, Edwin, Adela, r. c. 

Ade. [r. from l. c] What ! but now wed, and ere my vows 
are cold, 
Leave me to sigh in cheerless widowhood. 
What ! make my wedding day my weeping day ? 
Fair lord, an' loved I not the name of wife : 
Loved not this little golden fetter here, 
I'd give it thee to ring thy lance's point. 

JJe Gua. [c] Aid me Edwin ; I have no argument 
To- mate her simple ** stay." 



Sdle. [i,.] There is a bitter 8vreet--i;allBd pationce. 
The aiclily mind's be»t medioiiie. 

Ade. [b.j Patience! 
Woa evEr lady so misua'd, or knight so false i 
To loaye mc thus ; my dmiles for battle's frowns ; 
The couch for heather beds, and baaquet bulls 
For tenls, or those cold coverlets the skies. 

Edw. Thy grief is yonag, fur Adda ; 
When itg sharp edge u wo rn away by time, 
Then wilt thou emile, to thiali how thou didst weep. 

Adt. Oh! comforters laout roi-e ! who heap on laB'l] 
These time-worn od^es > Ah ! fuol that I shauld —^ 

De Gua. Weep not, unless far Joy. Fr'ytliee w 
Past pains, in gayer times, arc themes for smiles. 

Edv. He will return. 

Ade. I know not that, Che swords 
Of kings are keen, and care no more tar love. 
Than loye fur arguuients, ^ho laugh at words. 
At word-wise comforters. It is, " 1 will" — and so h*^ 

Dt Gua. This music, Edwin, bath nigh melted n 

EJw. [AMide Ig AfM.] Hod WiHheof not bis mu 

Ade. Titeae pleasant words are daggers silver'd o'er; 
Which kill as surely as will naked steel. 
Sd many years thou'st been my playfellow. 
So many years tbou'st been my ebampion, 
My spokesman, shield, that now when I would sp 
Most wanting words, I can hut whisper, '■ Stay." 

Bdsr. Ere than wert wnl thoa knew'st the (xm; 

Ade. Excellently school'd ! I Iibtg wed again) 
The wilt of him who had na right to speak 
His " Yea," or " Nay." He'd giye me leare to i 
A horse, a huund, a hawk, perhaps s robe. 
A husband ! [sooth, he'd aboose me that myself. 
Oh! lore; beware this "Conqueror, for he 

Is stern of heart, large of build, and 

Ssfer Waltheof and Judith, l. c. 

Jud. Blood matchea bone; the gallant falcon stri! 
The heron down, the hound the antler'd stag. 
My Waltheof agmnst this Conqneror ! 
Come weeping still, thy bdttow is but young. 
itjf tears are dried 1 [ Craum 

Ade. Does age, my Jnditb, make 
Us weep fbr minutes, what, in younger times, 
We had for hours wept, f 'd sooner die 
.At early dawn, with Ufe's Ci-esh dew on me. 
Than live till noon, and feel the burning glare 
Of time had dried these founts of lore in msl 
Thrae are young teai»~we'll c^ tl 
Nat ia the wee^g, gentlemen. 
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Jnd. lAaide. Croaaet to l.] Alas ! 
CoioR Adela, let's to our woman's toil, 
And work the pennons for these noble knights 
Who set their country 'hove their foolish wives. 
If we should mar our work, they'll say, a tear 
Had blinded us, and so will pardon us. 
Come, weeping still ! Now shame on thee ; thy tears 
Betray the very woman that thou art. 
Come ! [Bxeunty i.,, followed by all but Walt. Sf Edw., l. d.] 

Walt, How very dear must country, Edwin, be, 
When such as they can't win us froin her arms. 

■,&ha. I never had, since my first greenest years, 
When I did love a rose, kill'd i' the bud, 
A mistress save my country. I shall die 
In my good faith ; no second love have I. 

Walt. We must shake off these vain corroding thoughts 
That eat away the heart's most noble firuits. 
What, ho ! without ! 

Enter Egbert. 
The armour that I wore 
At Ptevensey. My father's sword-, my lance. 
And battleaxe ; be all as bright as is 
The honour of my wife. Ere yet tiie lark 
Shall shake his pinion in the morning sun^ 
Wake up the weUdn with my trumpet's bray. 

Effb. It shall be done, my lord ; and, once again. 
This arm may fight for WaUheof 1 

Walt. Springest thou, 
Thoa good old bow, to send another shaft ? 
Spare the cup to-night, it lost us Hastings. 
Let bills and brands be bright, and yew-bows tough. 
Clear strings, yard-shafts — behind them hearts of fire. 

Bpb. It shall be done. LE^t, l. h.] 

Walt. To-morrow's sun shall smile iqpon our fame, 
Or set upon our graves. One last fond kiss 
To blush my lady's cheek. One parayer on high ; 
llien fling abroad my banner to the breeae ; 
Neigh stCMsd ! Shout, knave ! Ring stirrup, sword and lance. 
My war-cry then. Set on ! and Waltheof ! ^Exeunt, l.] 

ACT II. 

SCENE I.— -A Chamber in the Castle. 

Judith discovered ritting. 

Jud. I said ** no tears," and yet I weep ! — Oh ! shame. 
That I should be so eloquent in grief. 
Betraying thus that I am nature stamp'd 
A very woman : yet we women are 
Most apt to play the misers with our griefs. 



I 



I 



10 

And lei the canker est, untold a' 

[Run.] I've heard that drowning men wilt clutch al 

At dimpling rings that whirl upon the puol : — 

And 1, as dpsperatc, have quite forgot 

That human aid when we would fiummon it, 

To tell us whaC mill he — ia powerless as these ! 

Who comes > 



Alien. The British weird woman, my lady. The T 
Shield me : ahe scowled oa me, as, terrified. 1 
Sbrank from her. 

Jad. Bid her enter. | 

And why so aniiuus thns to lamper with 
Porbidtlen things ; And why so fain to pry 
Beneath Time's veil to read the yeas and nnys 
Of wisely hid futurity. 

Enter Guinivkr. h. 
There is a stamp upon her time.woni brow 
That tells of sCrngglBS — ^passions ! but if good 
Or ill. sorpaiiseth my neak sense. How like 
A noble ruin doth she stotkd 1 — I fear-^ 
Dread her— yet will speak to her, 
Guin. [r.] Ladyl 
Jud, [l.] They say — strange is t!ie tale, stranger if 'M 
That thou art laam'd in deep and hidden lore. 
Beyond the common grasp of bumau mind, 
Own. lam! 

Jiiii. CanBt read the stars — and draw from oi 
That kniiwledge which foretelhi the fal«s of mei 
Gui'h. I can 1 
Jiul. [ComiBg lovardi Aer.] This is onlii 

wonderful. 

Guin- I've sojonm'd long with nature: and have w 
So ferrently her charms, nnlil that she 
Disdos'd to me her depths of loveliness I 
Have knelt at night beneath the golden stars. 
Until, in pity, they unral'il to me 
Tbe awfid vifliona of all-roming time ! 
There's not a spring-tide daffodil that throws 
Its sick perfume upon the morning air, 
Nor gsmiy harebeU nodding 'nesth the dew. 
Nor flaunting berh whose sweeten 'd poison darts 
Its eubtle venom tbrangh the curdling blood. 
That hath not shed for me its secret gifts, 



And been, as alai 
I have liv'd ai 



es, obedient t^ 



emy 



ly will. 



Jud. Bat thou bast frienila ? 

Ouin. Friends ! What ■ Hast thon i 
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Friends ! No, I am not so unfortunate ; 
The world is ages ol^, there may have liv'd 
Within its centuries some one score friends. 
Jud. These are stem truths — ^if truths 

Gmn. If! 
Wkat have 1 leam'd to reverence in man ? 
Lady, long ere my weeping childhood had 
Riped into youth, they told me that I came 
Of royal stock ; and when my tongue would ask, 
" Where are my kingdoms — ^powers — wealth ?" 
They pointed to a rude and barren rock, 
Tom by the sea — a den for howling wolves ! 
[Laughs."] My palace steps were slimed with ocean's weeds ; 
My courtiers — gulls ! my armies — ^hooded choughs ! — 
Lady — your purpose ? 

Jud. My husband ! 

Guin. Go on. 

Jud, Knowest thou the issue ? Quick. Here's gold. 

Guin. [Proudly rrfuaingJ] I can command the element^ I 

Jud. My prayers. 

Guin. Keep them. 

Jud. My love ! my thanks ! my gratitude ! 

Guin. Baits for fools ! — 
Ere sixteen years had shed their blight on thee. 
Thou, in thy thoughtless innocence, didst save 
A Briton's life. It was in Normandy. 

Jud, Oh ! yes — ^he was our slave. 

(hiin. [Passionately.'] He was my child, 
And free or shackled was most dear to me. 
For slave-born mothers love their slave-bom sons I— 
lliine husband, now, hath gone unwisely forth 
To cope with one, upon whose helm swords break 
As brittle reed 

Jud, And this so much I knew. 

Gum. He may be saved. 

Jud, By whom .' 

Guin, By thee. 

Jud, My life is his — 'tis valueless to me, 
But as a merchandize to purchase his. 

Guin. Hast thou courage ? 

Jud. Necessity breeds Uiat. 
There is a scymitar, call'd will that cuts 
Through all — making the fragile strong, the strong. 
Invincible ! 

Gmn. WeU.> 

Jud. Speak ! what ! wilt not answer me ? 
A favour ill conferr'd deserves not thanks. 
Woman ! I am not senseless rock or stone. 
I am a Norman lady, and whatever 

c 
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Comports with honour, love, both unto deaths 
I hold the hazard nought that leaves his life. 
Guin, Thou art not prodigal. 
Jud. Who is 't that loves — that e*er is prodigal ? 
Then let ray venture see its blackest shap^, 
And if I shrink or swerve, then point at me 
As most unworthy to be taught, or call'd^ 
The mother of my husband's child. — 
If thou dost know the poison that affects 
His dearer life — ^find out an antidote — 

That suddenly 

Guin. [Aside. 1 'Twere'pity I infected her, bot be she tn 
Th* infection will not take, more than the rose 
Will catch the nettle's sting, that sleeps against 
Its leaf. 

Jud. Mother ! 

Guin. [Starts. Aside. 1 What though she sav'd my youngi 
born ; her sire. 
Before that week was old, scourged him to death. 
In love, the eye doth feed the heart ; in hate^ 
The heart, the eye I 

Jud. Pity! 

Guin. Which proves the most the love tiiou vauntest so. 
That thou should'st see thy husband slain : or shield 
His sacred life, by jrielding that, which some. 
Call honour. 

Jud. Had he the choice, honour, and so choose I . [ T\tms^awe^ 

Guin. Stay t Remember, this honour is a term 
Symbolical, 'twixt man and man, which will 
Admit of thousand varyings * What tho» 
Callest honour, I deem foHy ; what I 
Call honour, thou would 'st scoff upon. Go to— 
A cup crack'd, i' the dark, is still a cup 
Of worth to him, who knows not that 'tis flaw'd. 
Honour, appearing so, is honour still. 

Jud. Out upon thee ! 

Guin. There is no sin in breaking through these webs 
That fashion — will — convenience — may breed. 
When life is balanc'd 'gainst the Inreaking them. 

Jud. Oh ! shame. 

Guin. Thou art the Bastard's nieoe ; 
Of him, wert given to thy Saxon mate, 
As bond 'twixt him and him — thy purchas'd lord ! 

Jud. Purchas'd ! 'Tis false. I'll have thee scourg'd 
with whips, 
If thou durst breathe upon his nobleness. 

Guin. That bond is snapt, making the breaker on't 
Foe unto him, who that weljc chain impos'd. 

Jud. [Faintlp.'} Yes. 
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Guin. Instruct thine unde of this mad revolt : 
Skart not ! That thou may'st urge, when all is lost-^- 
.Ab all will be — ^upon this ground, his life. 

Jud. Never! 
jAb he my husband, so will I, his wife ; 
^ere it to die, to bear the deathless brand 
^)f infieuny, whose shame was undeaerv'd; 
1o feel the lash of scorn, to sicken, starve ! 
^These I could bear, and smile, so he were savM ; 
Sut blast his honour, by thus losing mine. 

Oh \ no — ^no — ^no — ^never ! never I 

Oum. Farewell ; and let him die — and feel that thou 

For such a str^ ', hast, wanton, murder'd him. 
Jud, Sta^ , One moment ! A little space 

For me to steady my bewildered brain. 

His life — my happiness — ^lie on one word ; 

I am as 'twere upon a pinnacle. 

Preserve me heaven, or I fall for ever : 

Woman ! I will not do 't. 
Gidn. [^Aside,'\ Thou wilt — 

Betray this unadvis' . revolt. If so. 

Thy husband lives : / not, why, then he dies. 

Have horse ready, fleet as the air, 

Upon the coast a ship, 'twere easy then 

To seek thy native N nandy. From thence 

To France, for Phili} England's enemy ; 

Upheld by him, thou canst with safety plead 

likj husbard's life, and count on sure success. 
Jud. This is all true — a ray of lieht breaks in, 

I've wings to bear me from the giddy height. 

This instant for a messenger ! Thou hast, 

Good mother, placed a solace in my heart. 

Hast found indeed the poison's antidote. ICrosses /or.] 

A messenger for Normandy ! [Ejcitj r.] 

Guin. Poor, silly moth, thou'rt fluttering in the web ; 

A messenger ! Weak fool. My messenger 

Ere this hath summoned bade the Norman King. 

How some make toys of those that others rear 

To worship at, — who'd think she was a shrine ? 

In plucking from mine arms, the all I lov'd, 

These tyrants pluck'd from out mine heart, its love. 

Then let them answer it. [Ea^itf d. f. l.] 

SCENE 11.—^ Wild Heath, Evening. 
Tyumpets and Marshal Music sounding a March f Troopa 

seen in the distance. 

Walthbof, Edwin, Morcar, Cerdic, De Guader, Fitz- 
OsBORNE, Fretheric, discovcred. 

Walt. The evening shrouds within her dusky veil 



{ 
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The untrod way. The hom*d moon is up, 

And lesser lights look from their lofty thrones. 

Our steeds have matched their speed 'gainst tireless time, 

With such effect, we can afford ourselves 

And them, a breathing space. 

Cer, [r.] a breatMng spao^ ! 
What sport is this, that we must breathe on it, 
'Tis war ! who stays to breathe, but stays to fall. 
And yet methinks, a cup of generous wine 
Would freshen me. 

Walt, [c] One cup ! then be it so— that one we quaff 
To honour and our wives. Within my tent 
Ere night, that bringer of sweet sleep, 
Shall wrap all nature in her gloomy fold, 
We, o'er our wine will sketch to-morrow's march, 
While William's safely sped in Normandy. 

Enter Officer and troops, r., place the guard, and Exit l. 

Cer, True, William is in Normandy, 
But oh ! the lion hath behind him left 
A watchful lioness. I fear him not. 
He is a noble beast, of noble port, 
But I mistrust me much his crafty dame. 
Cold, cruel, passionless ; a Saxon hath 
No value in her eye above a hound. 

Edw. Brave Brihtric Maw, that truest gentleman, 
Our nation's pride, fell victim to her hate, 
Requiting not her guilty lustfulness. 

Cer. Speak not of Brihtric Maw ; it rouses all 
The tiger in my heart, and clouds mine eye 
With blood. 

Mor. [to Edw.] That was unwise to speak it thus. 
Thou shouldst not fire the torch of memory. 

Cer, Memory ! Who is it talks of memory ? 
Some child who recollects a broken toy. 

Fre. [r.] Rein in this passion, noble thane. 

Cer. Passion ! 
I had a child ! A child ! Great powers, had / 
Oh ! pardon, gentlemen, this fearful had 
Hath bred a has must forth, or I shall choke. 

Walt. [r. c] Noble Cei-dic ! 

Cer. Ely, thou never hadst a child who was 
To thee the rising sun of all thy day, 
Which rose, gladdened, and then set for ever ! 
No flower twining round thy rough-hewn heart, 
Until a damned hand tore up the root, 
And left it wither'd, and that rude heart bare. 

Walt. {Taking Cerdic's hand."] My noble friend I 

Cer. Thanks ! thanks ! Thy heart is in 't. 
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*Twa8 whisperM round — Oh ! foul as hell the lie — 
That William sought, and not in vain, oh ! lie ! 
My young girl's love. She was as pure as light — 
Her mother could have home none other. 
This wolf, this fell Matilda, heard, believ'd ; 
Asked not for proof, but in the ^ead of night. 
When my sweet child was lapp'd in maiden sleep, 
Her damned parasites, with sacrilegious hands, 
Laced her fair breast, and stole her life away. 
They murdered her ! 

Whit, I cannot comfort thee. 

Cer. I am a garden wanting in sweet herbs. 
The briar springs where once my lily bioom'd. 
I am a tree, with all my promise nipp'd 
By cruel frost, most fit to feel the axe. ICrosses, r.] 

I hear her prattle now. 
My child ! my child 1 Forgive me, gentlemen. 

Walt. Weep not. I'd rather see thy blood burst from 
A gaping wound, than thus thy tears. Weep not. 

Cer, These are not tears of water, but of blood. 
Right from my heart of hearts, whence she was dragg'd, 
Thus leaving it a flesh-rent sepulchre. 
Place me i' the van, to front these robbers. 
If I carve not my vengeance on their brows. 
Then call me any name most foul to man. 
But aisk me not to speak, my words are rude. 
Make me the instrument, my sword's my tongue ; 
Then be your parley short, and apt your phrase. 
And he that plays me second in this game 
Must be a man indeed. [Eanif r.] 

Walt. How wrongs have made that rough tongue eloquent. 

De Gtta. [l. c] Kia were a cause alone to point our swords, 
Did not revenge 

Walt. IStartinff.'] Revenge ! who named revenge ? 
I fight not for revenge. 

That madman's justice, who with veiled brow. 
Yields up the dagger to a madman's hand. 
How worse than fools are they who seek to right 
Themselves before such guilty judgment-seat. 
Who dare, with bold and impious hands, to snatch 
The lightning from the clouds, to launch it on 
Their failing brothers' heads. Revenge ! 
'Tis savage, indiscriminate, and blind. 
A belted knight should scorn to lift his sword. 
Or couch his lance, at such unworthy call. 
My noble friend mistakes, 'tis not revenge. 

De Gua. Be what it may, to-morrow's sun shall see 
Our arm'd array in march for Westminster. 
Then be our watch- word, Liberty. 
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And on t'ward Westminster. Ye have your wrongs, 

We have our ills. To-morrow's light will prove 

Which spurs us deepest 'mid our enemies. 

Edw. And be it so. Matilda once our own 

Walt. We hold within our play this able queen, 

With which to check, and more, to mate the king. [I^tm 
IDistant trumpets, as scene closes.'] 

SCENE III.— Night, Open Country. 
Enter Guinever, l. 

Guin. Thus far IVe tracked these wolves upon their way, 
And I have set the bloodhounds on their trail. 
To-morrow shall they wet their pointed fangs. 
To-morrow ! This madd'ning joy will murder me. — 
There is a step upon the waste. 

Enter Gurlois, l. 

Gur, I am too soon. 

Guin. No! 

Gur. What's next to do ? 

Guin. Hush ! boy — dost hear upon the wind, the noise 
Of far off mirth and revelry ? 

Gur. I do. 

Guin, The Saxon swine are swilling o'er the board. 
How many on to-morrow drink no more ? 
Oh ! could I with a thought, but crush them all. 
Shake this firm ground, as though great hell had heaved, 
So burst the massive fastnesses of earth. 
And crumble this fur isle from point to point. 
But what I can, I will — ^thou hast thy work. 

Gur. It shall be done. ^ 

Guin. I feel it, boy. 
To-morrow thou wilt seek this Waltheof. 
Instruct him that his wife hath play'd him false : — 
Torture him as thou hast seen the wild wood cat 
Her prey : but first to Warrenne — stir him from 
.His lair, and bring destruction on them all. 

Gur. I will. Instruct mine ignorance. 

Guin. This night I tread the dark and dismal heath 
* And front the Saxon lord, and whisper him, 
His wife hath done some bad and fearful deed. 
Be sure that thou upon the morrow's dawn, 
Confirm my tale— deal wound on wound — and then 
When madness lashes — leave him 

Gur. To seek 
The Norman Warrenne, who will find him chains 
To bind him down ; and we can scoff at him. 

Gian. Thou art my son. 

(rur. Instruct me now. 
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Guin. Come then, on — as we go, I will poor all 
The venom of my soul into thine ear, 
That thou mayst launch it out. Come ! lExeunt, r.] 

SCENE IV.-^The Tent of Waltheof. 

Cotispirators sitting round the ta/fle, Waltheof, Cerdic, 
Edwin, De Guader, and Frstheric. 

Walt, [Rising,'} This cup-s the last — our Nonnan masters 
say — 
Our Saxon throats love far too well the wine. 

Cer. Nay, one more cup, my palate hath not caught 
The rich and racy flavour of the grape. 

Walt. 1 say no more : my mind is not so racked, 
That I would desperate drown its cares in wine. 
Good night. 

Edtc, Good night ! 
Pray aU we meet again to-morrow eve — 
To say ** good night ! " 

Cer, I'll drink with maidens next. 
Whose necks are purpled with the luscious wine 
Cry shame on thee 1 No man e'er fought the worse, 
Who on the eve to-morrow'^ fortune jdrank. 

Walt, I'll pledge thee, Cerdic, when the battle's 
fought — 
Before the heather cock hath plumed his wing. 
We meet again. And so sweet sleep he on 
Ye all.— Gobd night ! 

All, Good night ! [Exeunt, r. 2 e. through Tent.'] 

Walt, Oh ! tell me all ye glad and golden stars 

[Stage begins to darke^i.} 
That pattern Heaven from its pole to pole ! 
What think ye of these wild and fearfijj deeds 
That we poor worms, in our brief journey work ? 
Oh ! tell me night, and ye, ye quiet hills, 
WTiy we this work pursue — ^and are not crush'd ? 
I, who was bless'd with love, content, and ease. 
Must frantic raise a fire, from out whose pile 
I've snatch'd a brand to light me on to death ! 
How could I blame, if yonder glist'ning orb 

Shot from its sphere, and shiver'd me to dust ! 

But, better be a gaping idiot, [The Stage becomes gradually 

very dark.} 
With wild stare gazing on a deed of blood. 
Than be so tender to these conscience whips 
Which lash to madness when the fit is on. — 
Is that the buck bell from yoa dusky wood, 
On which* the shadow of the night cloud ilee^%^. 
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The air has restless spirits on its wings — 

My brain seems fiill of wild and fearftil shapes — 

Enter Guinever. 

I have a dread on me — [Sees Guin. Lights partly tm^edoi 
Who ? What art thou ? 

Guin. [l.] Waltheof ! 

Walt. [Whispering.'] Well! 

(xuin. Saxon ! 

Walt. Here! 
Art thou of earth, and so corruptible ? 
Or purer essence, fashioned like to us, 
Perceptible, yet to the touch impalpable. 

Guin. Art thou prepared ? 

Walt. For what ? 

Guin. Thou'lt dread to hear. 

Walt. Who, what art thou 1 that, questionable thus, 
Creepest upon this wild heath's wildest waste ? 
As though some damned spirit doomM to haunt 
The spot of thy blood-guilty trafficking. 
A voice, a form, that mock both ear and sight. 
Art corporal ? Hast wants } 

Guin, As health, food, drink — 
And such as tear and rend thy mortal frame. 

Walt. If thou art heaven-sent, thou hast my knee ; 
If fresh from hell, why then I'll cope with thee. [Dram 

Speak ! What art thou } 

Guin. Within thy trembling ^asp 
Thy father's sword shakes like an aspen twig. 
Prove on this doubtful form, its temper'd edge. 
'Twill cleave, but 

Walt. But what? 

Guin. Air ! 

Walt. Never yet did unseen essence take 
So true a copy of. our mortal flesh. 
Thus will I proye 

Guin. And in that proof lose all 
That I, commissioned, bring to thee. 

WaU. To me ? 

Guin. To-morrow. 

Walt. Well. 

Chdn. Thou shalt die ! 

Walt. That shakes me not. 

Guin. Nor tremblest not } 

Walt. Why shbuld I fear to meet to-morrow, what 
From sire to son, has been entailed on me ? 
A prophetic spirit thou, and not know 
That free hearts never faint upon their march 
To liberty I Hast more ? if so, speak it. 
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Oum, There was a feast, and all the brave and fair 
Of Briton's children revelled with their guests. 
(Such banquets have been ever sacred held.) 
There was a wife, a lovely Saxon dame, 
But newly wedded to her British lord. 
(Wives have been ever deemed as careful most 
Of husbands' lives, 'twas strange she was not so.) 
The purpling cup went round, the dimpled hand 
Of lovely woman offer'd it, the eye 
Of woman lighted it. Dost'heed ? 
Walt. Go on. 

Guin. Now, mark the sequel of this banquet scene. 
The new-made wife smiled on her British Idhi. 
Before that smile had vanished from her lip 
He was a corse ! It lighted him to death. 
Nimed ewe Sajces, blood-red Hengist said. 
The banquet-room became a charnel-house ; 
That smile was borrowed from her native hell, » 
And smiled a nation to a nation's grave. 
Dost comprehend ? 
Walt. I do. 

GtUn. King, nobles, serfs, 
Fell all before that lightning blast, that smile. 
Walt. Well ? 
Gtdn. Excellently well. 
Saxon \\tla* avenger came ; the Norman chief 
Who beat you headlong from your carrion, • 

Laugh'd my fellow-fiends ! Cords, chains of twisted steel, 
Were hung on Saxon necks. 
The Norman masters lash their Saxon serfs. 
Down slave. Waltheof ! 
Walt, Hence! 
Gttin. Awake each sense, 
And listen with acutest ear. Dost heed ? 
Walt. Hence! 

Gum. Rowena, she betray 'd her Vortigern. 
Saxon, look home. Thou hast a foreign wife ! 

Walt. Out, lying fiend ! Wouldst taint her purity 

Cfuin. Rowena killed her Vortigem ; 'twas on a kiss. 
Kiss*d him to death. Thy Judith hath a lip. 
The Saxon wife betray'd her British lord ; 
Why not the Norman wife her Saxon mate ? 
Walt. Fiend! 

Guin. The honey from her lip will poison thee ! 
FTa//. Devil! 
Gtdn. Saxon ! 
Walt. What art thou ? 
Gum, ^Slowly retiring.] Air ! 
JTalt. Air! 



26 WALTHEOF. [aCT II. 

Js this mine arm ? my hand ? are those the stars ? 
Or are my senses strained beyond that point 
Where reason fails ? These all are palpable, 
Yet so was she. She ! Who ? Night, answer me 
My busy heart rebellious knocks against 
Its shielding ribs, as though 'twould break the bars. 
My Judith false ? Yes, when the full orb'd moon 
Shall stand stock still amid her golden stars. 
Vanished ! Return ! And if I shake or blanch, 
Though thou should'st come in shape more fearful 
Than darkest hell can heave from out its depths, 
Brand me coward. — Again I 

Enter Edwin and Cerdic, c. 

. Cer. [r.] Waltheof! 

Edw. [r. c] Friend ! 

Walt. Didst— didst see it ? 

Edw* See ! See what ?» 

Walt, [Pausing.'} Airi 

Cer. Put up thy sword, why prove its metal on 
The fleshless night ? Keep it for Norman hearts ! 
Thy cheek is blanched : the dew is on thy brow* 
Why, what unmans thee thus ? 

Walt, Would make a child of thee ! [OoMct /o c] 

Cer. Whatwas't? 

Walt. Nothing. 

Edw. Nothing? 

Walt, She said, what stood there, corporal, — was 
"air!" 
And that is nothing.^ 

Cer. She! Who? 

Walt. That's the question, noble Thane 
Tell me, Edwin, for thou hast dived more deep 
Than I, within these 'wildering mysteries. 
What thinkest thou of shapes, that speak and act. 
Then pierce the heart, find out its richest ore ; 
That breathe on it, corrode its purity, 
Then, melt in — air. 

Edw. The eye is but the servant of the brain. 
Which, when o'ertax'd, will procreate such forms, 
That freeze the brain, altho' it fathered them. 
Imagination teems with fantasque shapes. 
That take a form we love, or dread the most. 
The nerves overstretched : the want of cordial sleep ; 
A thousand — 

Walt. Well ? 

Edw. Nothings, will create for us 
Visionary somethings : which in good truth 
Are, very nothings ! 
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Walt, Twas, Edwin, well defined ! 
Nothingi say'st thou is something — ^and yet i&— ■ 
Nothing : I do comprehend thee, Edwin< 
What says Cerdic ? 

Cer, Cerdic has a brain too dull to cope with 
Edwin's school philosophy. 

Walt. The dullest brains will fire when trial'd thus ; 
But hence, ye dark and drear unwholesome thoughts, 
Which totter to the base, my manhood's citadel. 
Thus ! thus ! I shake ye off, as eagles shake 
^ The humid fog from their aspiring wings. 
^ To arms ! to arms ! Once more I stand a man — 
I My foot on earth, my face tum'd at the stars ! 
I My heart my country's, and my soul my God's. [E^7, r. 2 e.] 
b Edw. What hath he seen ? All upward from Ms youth 
■ He was most apt, to think that spirits walk'd, 
': And fore-doomed those who were by nature doom'd. 

Cer. Should Thor and Woden come, I'd laugh at them, 
r And say it was my brain diseas'd, not that 
■"' The world's great laws were broke, for worm like I. 
JBdw. How he did spring again ! his spirit fought 

I Against his fears : as some strong swimmer fights 
Against the haughty waves, and conquers them. 
I A noble heart ! 
I Cer. A noble heart ! and yet 

!' Too fall of kindliness for these rude times. 
He is more framed for peace than war, and yet 
In war, how few more terrible. 
I've thought of Odin, when I've seen his sword, 
Flame in the battle front : his glitt'ring helm 
Frown danger down — and like a meteor gleam ! 
He is so noble, that, whUe Cerdic lives 
lliere still lives one to die for Waltheof. [E^veunt, c] 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.—Caetle Hall of Warrenne, Earl of Surrey. 

JSii/«r Wabkenne and Esquire, followed hy Gurlois, r. 

War. What we would have be true, that think we true. 
This is no news, that for some subtle end 
You forged to cheat me with a counterfeit ? 

Qur. 'Tis current news ; if counterfeit, you have 
Your saddle<rgirthsr and ready hands at will. 
To scourge the lie, if lie, upon my back. 

War. " De Guader wed." That news Vb TkoVScMk.^^'vw^Ctv. 



f 
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" The English hinds have joined the Nonnan lorois ;" 
That's less than nought, but flies with spiders leagued. ' 

Yet Waltheof ! The Saxon Waltheof ! The island dog, 
Hath knit his powers with these malcontents, 
Is royal news which might mine earldom buy, 
Brought it but sure assurance on its wings. 

Our, What end have I to gull you with a trick ? 
Care I if you or they be uppermost ? » 

Ye are my masters both, and I your slave. 
Both crush the worm ; both spur the jaded steed. 
Both honour me with cords, and chains, and blows. 

War. Why tell this news to me ? 

Gur, I hate you less. 
You clench the bolts, they forged and rivet them. 

War. Then am I on tlus noble Saxon's track. 
And I will slot him to the very death. 
Away, nor have excuse for tarrying, 
Till thou within the Norman William's ear 
Shalt pour this news : my signet, here my purse, 
My ablest horse. Unmew the falcon, thou 
Shalt strike these herons headlong to the earth. [^Crones t$ >.] 
Not gone ? 

Gur. [l.] And this is gold, for which I've heard 
Men sell their souls, lie, cheat ; for which, I'm told. 
Sires slay their sons, and sons wish fathers dead. 
Is 't so ? 

War. Aye, gold ! 

Gur. [Taking a stone from his dress. 1 Yet this weight 
heavier ; 
And in a sling, from well-directed aim. 
Will store my hut, or slay my direst foe. 
And no one envies me th^ stone — ^no one. 
For it will murder me. Hare's weapon, food — 
When wrong'd, revenge. ■ 
Thou Norman god, lie there. [Throws douni ike gold,] 

War. The foolish churl. Keep it. 

Gur. Wilt it buy air, light, lays of forest birds ? 
Bribe stars to shine, winds blow, or rains to fall ? 
Wilt it balm bruised hearts ? buy liberty ? 
Perish thy gold. 

War. Thou wilt not go ? 

Gur. No. 

War. No ! 

Gur. I tell thee. No ! 

War. Slave! 

Gur. That's true ; and yet I heed thee not. 
I brought thee news, and my reward is this. 
That all thy gold cannot outbid —That by 
Mjr means the wolf and dog shali soonex most. 
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throttle, tear, slay, wound, do anything ; 
I can laugh while Norman, Saxon blood 

mix on British earth. What 's gold to this ? 
ar. Cords for this slave. 
fr. These are the words, ** cords," ** chains." 
but my soul, when thou dost bind my limbs, 
I will call thee Master, and not blush. 

! [Fells a soldier who tries to bind hinif picks up the 

ffoldf and hurls it at him,'] 
3's salve for thee. [Eant Gur., l.] 

ar. After him. [Exeunt Soldiers, l.] 

e this Saxon, and his Norman wife. 

turned to hate ; yes, love, which is a bed 
fie for foul blasting weeds, as ^tis 
arer fruits. Oh ! how I worshipped her ; 
he, than fabled beauty far more beautiful. 
y bom — ambition is my dream. Rich — 
efore I coveted, for money is 
ition's surest Mend. And when that I 

fondly deemM I'd but to swoop and snatch 
3eauty, titles, wealth, this Saxon fox 

off my prey ; therefore I hated him. 
! then I've lain like la^ng poison in 
)lood, and now, now, will I level him. [Eantt l.] 

SCENE 11.—^ Chamber in the Castle qf Wsltheof. 

Judith and Adbla discovered. 

le, [r.] Thou a Norman lady I Cry shame on thee. 
Lo but call myself a one-day wife, 

gladder thoughts within my heart than thou. 
! greatness bought by dangling near the robes 
oUsh wives, what honour in such greatness ? 
every page might then outshine his lord. 
d. [l.] Thy heart is fresh : this is thy spring of life. 
le. Thou art so old : one moon more aged than I. 
, thee, the world deems wise-^and me, a feather 
j'd up by a breeze, a very crest upon 
foam of life. But if thy wisdom make 
faint of heart — ^pray I, for ignorance. 
d. And thou art right : our wisdom teadies us, 
much of peace lies wrapp'd in ignorance. 
le. Good saints 1 A sigh ! a very tell-i»le sigh ! 
read thy glass to day ? Thy cheek is pale, 
ith, go write some red upon its page , 
ove, or fear, or grief, all palers of the cheek, 

robb'd fresh nature of her vermeil touch. ^ 
t ailest thou ? 
i. Didst ever do a wrong that good m\^\. ^svcci^ ^i*^'^ 
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Ade. First tell me what is right, and what is wrong. 
I've torn a spray from off a fav'rite plant 
To make another tree : then did I wrong 
The parent tree to right my flower bed ? 

Jud. [Sounding a bell.'] Thy philosophy's at fault. 

Enter Edreo, r. 

The horses are caparison'd ? [Grosses to i.] 

Edr. They are, my lady 

Jud. The fleetest and the best ; such steeds that have 
But breath'd when baser mettle's blown. 

Edr. Such steeds are not in Normandy. 
' Jud. Nor England ! 
Kind Edi'ed, stand upon the battlements ; 
If thou should'st see a speck, a very mote, 
On the horizon's brim, — portcullis up, 
And drawbridge down. 

Edr. Upon my life. 

Jud. So prompt. 
I like thine answer, boy ; thou 'It one day make 
A gallant knight : — Now go. 
A match, dear Adela, 'twixt me and time : — 
My coronet — Not gone } Away ! [Crosses to r., Ejcit Edr. b.] 

Ade. Judith, thy voice, thine eye, are harbingers 
Of coming ill ; there is some danger near. 
Is't hidden grief, or will it frankly come ? 

Jud. Here, sit thee down, my wench : thus, by my knee, 
I care not now to look upon thy face ; 
I have a flush of youth come over me, 
Of happy summer eves, and minstrelsy. 
When first I gaz'd in loving eyes — and lov'd again : 
I can remember well a minstrel's song, 
And thou shalt give thy fresh young judgment on't. 

Ade. Right willingly, and hold my themks thy due. 
But thou must tell a tale of honour — ^love — 
Why start ? — of ladies — ^knights. Again, that start. 

Jud. [Aside."] Our spirits are as wells, from whence we drair 
The clear or troubled waters of this life. 

And. Was this the prelude of the minstrel's lay ? 

Jud. No, 'twas but a thought, that sprung unsummon'd, 
And travell'd on until it reached my lips, 
And so I spake it. I was gazing back, 
As through a troubled dream, into that time 
When youth and I had waking happiness. 
I'll say no more — than 'twas my Eden time. 

Ade. What serpent spoil'd thy paradise ? 

Jud. Time, with his wrinkled sister Care : the twain 
Are one. — ^We were a merry company. 
We sat upon a bank with flowers prank'd, 
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On which the moonbeams slept. Thus ran the lay — 
Thou heedest not. 

Ade» Good fiedthy I do. 

Jud, A lord of armies looked upon a land 
And coveted 

Ade. That's not unusual. 

Jud, Coveting, desired to win — 

And as is often told — might overcame right. 

But so it happMy that on the weaker side 
Was one,' who conquered, still was unsubdued. 
Who rose each time more strongly fixiiln his fall. 

Ade. ks great hearts do. 

Jud. And so fate wiU'd it that 
He lay nigh dead upon the crimson'd field. 
The victor pitied ; loved him for his valour — 
And then cherish M him. 

Ade, He had a great heart too ! 
I envy both : well can I fancy them. 

Jiid. To prove his love, the victor gave to him, 
As 'twere a tie to bind friend more to friend, 
His niece for wife : and gratitude and love, 
And some respect, each held the other in — 
Cemented them, and they were firmest friends. 

Ade. As they should be. 

Jud. Tlie victor of the land 
Became unjust, and sore the bitter cry 
From broken hearts, rose up to Heaven, 

Ade. Then, on my soul, that cry, rous'd up once more 
The yanquish'man — his country overcame all. 

Jud. It did% 

Ade. I'm glad o' that — that's man's true-heartedness. 
But his dear wife. 

Jud. Was as a castaway. 
That feared both rocks and waves. • 

Ade. And yet she clung 
Unto her better self — her anchorage — 
IJer lord ? 

Jud. She did. 

Ade. Who doubted it ? 

Jud. And yet — 
Did not. One came to her — and in the time 
Of her great grief. 

Ade. Not another lord ? 

Jud. Fie! No. 

But one of her own sex — ^most potent, wise, 
Who with enchantments dread, the future forc'd, 
To tell its mysteries. 

Ade. That was most impious. 

Jud, The wrinkled sister said, the liusWxi^V ^Vqm&i^. 
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Return nnscathM, should fly in safety with 
His sorely trial' d wife, if she betrayed 
Her lord unto the Conqueror. 
If not, then would he die ! 

Ade. [^Starting mjo.] And she, threw all 
The dastard thoughts away. Thrust forth the witdi, 
And trusted to her lord ; his prowess, and 
His right. 
Jud. She did not. 
Ade. No ! a coward then : 
Who did not dare to trust a righteous cause, 
But i' the balance placed her feeble strength, 
Against unrighteousness : she was no wife, 
No woman, Judith. ' 

Jud. She was. [Uai 

Ade. My dull brain 
Conceives. Who was that dame ? 
Jud. My husband's wife, 
Ade. Oh, no ! no ! no ! 

Jud. {^Passionately.'] If mine own sex can comprehesd i 
not. 
Then how will lie. Now, am I lo^t indeed ! 

Ade. And didst thou set this impious woman's words 
Against thy better sense — thy better faith ? 

Jud. I did. A husband, girl, is not a worthless toy, 
That dimm'd by keeping, can be thrown aside, 
And when the fit is on, be ta'en again. 
He is our world — once lost — talk not of life. 
Friends, country, all! great, good, bright, beautiful: 
Our very souls 'gainst him, are nothing worth— 
And so I perill'd husband — honour — soul ! [Oo«wt/»i 

Ade. I am a young, and wilful girl, and not 
Surpassing wise ; have never puzzled o'er. 
This fine-drawn difference 'twixt right and wrong. 
And yet it strikes my dull, unpolish'd wit, 
That heaven never sends such messengers. 
As lier you tell about, to speak His will. 

Jud. Our fears and doubts make us employ strange me«itf 
Ade. My husband too — ^my noble husband too. 

Enter Eored, r. 
Jud. Thy news ? 

Edr. A horseman, good my lady, pressing nigh. 
Jud. Is't thy lord ? 
Edr. I've watch'd them coming since 
Both horse and man were lesser than the swallows' wing. 
Jud. Is't thy lord ? 

" Enter Soldier, d. f. 
Is thy lord well ? 
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Sold. IGiving a letter,] My lord is well. 

Ade. Hast thou nought for me ? 
No letter, word ? Didst see my husband, man. 

&tld. I did not note him, lady. 

Ade. Thou'rt blind, then : 
He is an oak amid the forest trees. 
My Judith, tremblest thou ? Thy dagger, boy. 
Now read. >[Cut8 the silk.] 

Jud. ^Reading.] Loved wife, — " To-morrow we shall march 
to Westminster." 

Th Sold. Boy, how looked thy lord, when he did give thee 
this? 

Sold. I did not mark him, lady. 

Jud. Why should'st thou ? Go ! [Exit Sold J 

[Reade.] ** William still remains in Normandy, unconscious of 
our plans : our nunibers fast increase : in Cornwall, Wales, 
and in the North, the Saxons are in arms. If Westminster be 
won, and William still in ignorance, my country may be saved. 
Pray for our success." Oh! [Jud. sinks down.] 

Ade. Judith ! 

Jud, Pray for thy success ! 
Oh ! I have laid the axe into the root 
Of all thy glory. Pray ! oh, yes, that thou 
May'ft not curse me. 

Ade. What, Judith ! Courage. 

Jud. Oh, fool ! fool ! fool ! to be so gull'd to mine 
Dwn undoing. I was, as is a bird. 
Upon the waste of waters fluttering ; 
Beating against ^the blast. I sought a rock, 
But on its points the tempest shattered me ! 

Ade. Be comforted. Oh ! lay it to thy heart — 
Fhe act was virtuous. , Forgive thyself. 

Jud. Forgive myself I No. I am self-convict. 
My soul is criminal — accuser — judge ; 
KiA though the world may stamp me innocent, 
t*here is t^^t stilless voice within — that yet 
S^.guilty pleads ; self-deals the punishment. 
[Ade. igfproaekeg her.] Away ! there is pollution in my touch. 
How do I feel — soul-styPd — a very wretch. [Bxeunt, l. h.] 

SCENE lll.-^Waltheqfs Tent. 

Walthbof (solus) discovered. 

Walt. Was she not air ? Or is 't, as Edwin said, 
ftie brain o'ertax'd incorporates. 'Tis so— 
Vheae bnsy doubts, their uncouth shadows are . 
pen thousand times in horror multiplied — 
^'d sooner &ce a clump of Norman spears, 
iXnhdni'd, unarmed, than visible nothings 
^lat prophesy thus horribly — and like 



o'er Chtt ioiectecl honse, croili death, 
Wbile jeC the smile a oa the lip. 
The hesTen of my aoul oomipted is, 

As 'twere with breath ffom hell. A atep. 

Enter Gcttums, bivatltlesa, through lenl, b. 
How now > 

Gib: [l.] Tbe Normans are at hundl 

Walt. Art mad ? 

Gwr. Their Deiglang hrraea roused mc from inj 
Of hcsth and moS8. I started — fled ; ind thou 
Haal nil my news. 

Watt. Their coming, and the news 
Of it in one belita not common chance. 
There ia, I Isar'at it, treachery abroad t 
Bnt no— thou art some feeble itiamment. iSiltii^ A 

Our. 1 would hold oonverse with lord Walclieuf. 

Walt. What wonld'Et with hun > 

Gw. Tib for bij pritnte ear. 
"Tis priTste news. 

Wall. [CariUttly] Speak 1 Whvt ii'c ? 

Gur. Aye. Thou art lord WalCbeof. 

Wall. Tiai'e tnw. What then ? 

Our. I come from Huntingdon. 

TFaH. [Sfar<iNj( i^.] M y wife raid cMId II amna oowtid. <hl I 
What's dona mast be endur'd ; theKfore. go on — 
With me, who am non somewbct eeorcb'd, new Gre 
Makea li.^bt impresa. My wife aod child are well ? 

Our. Thy wife and child , 

Wall. I tliank thee for those wards — 
Whatever tbon may'st bb;, I pardoD thee. 
They arc both well ! 

Our. Well 1 Well had it been for Waltheof, 
The Saion Wnltheof, had he ne'er wed 
The Non,iaii Judi*. Slie is 

Walt. What? 

Gur. False 1 

Wait. [Stiring Mm.'] Hound [ [nrvinrMMJak. 

Gur. Slay me I The tmth will live beyond my life, 
And thou must foul for mnrd'ring booeity. 

Walt. I'd strangle thee ; hut that were merciful I 
Thoa art a traitor. Stay i nor answer yet. 
Bethink tbee ere thon nnappest every cord 
That holds my heart witb^ my Bhotdni; frame. 
Answer baldly [ nor spread nnt thus, thine bHods, 
Nor turn away, nor ehrug, uor frown, nor joggle witk 
Thy lungne i Speak, quick— let nothing stauii bctwizt 
My question and thy nm|)le yea or nay. 
Now, fii thine eye on mine. So I Art thou true ? 
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Gur. I am. 

Walt. And that was boldly said. 
Then, what is left ki life to battle for ? 
She false ! my wife ! Then truth^s a flower that 
Doth scorn to grow so near mortality. 
If thon hast told me wrong, or m one word, 
One syllable, hast swerved from honesty, 
Be it the measure of the merest hair, 
Thou'dst better be a wolf — ^gaunt, famiskM, grim^ — 
With greedy bloodhounds fastened on thy throat — 
Than brave my wrath ! 

Gur, I tell a common tale. 

Wait, So soon \ So soon, 
But now departed, and so quick forgot 

Gwr, She hath betrayed thy canse — ^thy country — thee — 
And — ^to the Norman long ! 

Walt, The Norman king ! Then she I love, iff pure ! 
She is untaint ! she is an angd still. 
Unsoil'd 1 unstain'd ! she but betrayed my cause : 
And, to the king ! — urged by her sex^s fears^. 
Her doubts — her very love^ and thus ^tis'not 
The wife, 'tis but, 'tis but, the woman that hath snn'd. 

\_Cr099eB to kJ] 

Gur. Is she less guilty than Rowen* was ? 

Walt, Rowena 1 Hast thou dealings with the fiend; ? 
Or do fiends shame their master fiexidt, and speak 
The truth? 

Away ! I'Q not believe thee, swear until 
Thy very tongue is hot with oaths ; each oath 
Will vouch a lie. What! weigh her years-old truth, 
Her prov^ faith 'gainst that of such a slave 1 
^o I no ! no I I iriU not — dare not — trust thee. 

[Distani trumpet.'] 

Our. I hear the Norman trumpet on the breeze. 

Walt. And that is true I — 
The impress on his brow speaks honesty— 
His looks are true; but what are looks ? Nothing. 
They are fiilse dice that hide a specious trick ! 
And yet she hath betray'd my esuatry's. cause ; 
My countrymen — ^who thoujjit I waa the sun 
Of all their world I How ^udk I look on them ? 
How meet their eyes ? — How ^Why stand'st thou there ? 

Gur. To know thy pleasure^ Lord. 

Walt. That thou'dst bring back to me the jioys 
Of some years' date, tiiatthou hast reft, from me. 

Enter Egbert, c. 

Speak ! thou canst not o'ershoot the mark of all 
My wonder ! 



Bgb, The Norman tnuapet's braying down tlie wind 
ItA Stern deliBuce tu our Saxon hoet, 

Walt. To helm and Baddie— breathe m; challenge bock, 
Unfurl my banner to tlie limber air, 
Rouae '. Rome '. my raptaina — bid my soldiera «rm. 
Bid Edwin, Cerdic, and De Gnader here. 

With Saion breasU. lExU Egb., fc] 

Why sUmd'et thou there ? 

Gvr. The lady Judith. 

Wall. Thou gibing liend 1 wonld'st dare .' Begone — aorfri 
The arrow from the o'oritrain'd biiw. [Croitei to 

Gnr, "Tia dangerous to be good. Theie are mv cbat^ts— 
The Lady Ju 

IVall. If thou nould'it havo thy akin stripp'd from tt^ 

Thou'lt ntter once again thst madd'niiig name. 

Begone t thy newfi bath made thee fearful to my sight. 

No hideous devil, from hii native hell 

Can match thy hated form, Hence ! Hence 1 [Exit Gar., v.] 

And — u — he's gone 1 And cow — I am a man 

Of many woes — solitary — unloved ! 

And not, methinka, eo full deserving it. 

But, 1 will play no itifiuit's part, although 

My heartatringa all should strain to cracking -point. 

Pate, do thy worst: I atill have honour, life. 

To match againit thia Norman, and my wife. [£nl. t.] 



SCENE I.— A iriJd Heath. Slorm risiii;, 

GuiMivKit, ditcovered, r. s. e. 
Ouin. The levin bolt bath ^lit the rock ; 
The firm earth trembled at the shock ! 
[Wind bloaK.'] Rage and (ear, thou howling blait. 
Through all space, uneheck'd and tree ! 
I laugh, as thou art shrieking past. 
To an unknown destiny ; 
[TAwtdnv,] Roar ! roar I ye alouds, as fiends in pa 
[KafiU.] Spit forth in ahoeta the blinding rsid I 
[Lifhltnt.'] Flame, ye streami of forked fire. 
Light a natiun'e Fun'ral pjrel 
Down through uir, and sea. and earth, 
To the bell that gave ye birth, 
While i;obUns soream with goblin mirth ; 
I.o!t and n>on ! 
Lost and won ! 
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The battle hath been lost and won ! 

Men have done, 

Beneath the snn. 
What the very fiend would shun. IRetires wp.] 

Enter Waltheof, l. u. e. 

lit. The air and sky are full of fearful signs, 
nding something that is terrible, 
hunderbolt that split the massive rock 
its loud bellow, fHghted my good steed, 
heedless of the bit, broke wild away. 
pest rages,^ Blow ! blow ! ye surly messengers of 
vrath; 

up this tree of grief whose roots are herCf 
I will call ye Heaven-sent, indeed ! 
pirit of my wife is on the blast ; 
! is a storm within — ISeee Guin. r.] Mine evil genius ! 
i prophetess ! Art come again ? What now ? 
new-bom horror hast ? Wilt speak } 

Guin. Lost and won ! 
Lost and won ! 

The battle hath been lost and won ! 
lit. Away ! 
in. See, the dying and the dead. 

Sleep upon their crimson bed. 

Home, thou to thy lady's bower. 

Smile upon thy blighting flower. 

Home ! the kiss that welcomes thee, 

Shall a kiss of poison be ! 
lit. Hence ! Why haunt me thus ? 
In, I am the spirit of this heath. 

Thine ancestor, once trod beneath 

His foot a herb I lov'd ; and thou 

Art but a weed, shall perish now. 

Crack heart, shrink form, and manhood's bloom, 

I now consign thee to the tomb. ICrossing to l.1 
It. False ! False ! 
n. The sun went down 'midst clouds last night, 

A bar was 'cross his angry light. 

With blood-red stare he look'd on earth — 

Then leap'd this frantic storm to birthl 

This day the Saxon cowards fled ; 

[Wait, approaches. her.'] 

The brave alone sleep with the dead. — 

The after blow ! — ^brain, scorch and bum, 

Saxon ! remember Vortigem ! [Ejntf behind stones. ] 
It. [^Staggering against a tree.] I do— nor am I likely 

to forget. IStorm.] 

o, [Without.] Ho! Waltheof! 
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Entfr Edwin. 
Hold ] hold ! ye howling wiiida — tliia whii'l oVqioners in 
TMb way I beard the voice! [Scei Wult.] WoIUhoof! 
ft'all. IGraipin!/ kit arm and niAiapering,} Didst Me 

Edv. [i..] Nol Where; 

Walt. Cr.] There '. 

Edvi. No! 

Walt. Still \ Still my vife ! what nohnowa miacbii 
1 am bewildered with this loaJ of ills. 
These uerves — thk brain — if nature meanf that thej 
Should thus bs strun'd— she should have fiam'd tbeq 
Of a tougher sort. My reaana totters with't. 

Bdie. Be comforted. 

Wait. Will telling do't.' 
Oh ! had ahe been a light o'heel, 
Betray'd my hopes, and juggled with my love, 
I could have scom'd — may be, forgotten her 1 
My country, and mine honour — in one 
She dealt a wound words cannot heal ! 

Eda. Thou hast forgot thou art of royal stodlfl 
This grief would sbsme a very peasant churl— 
Ttiou art a soldier, tool 

Watt. I am a soldier, Edwin. 
Rough hewn as from the hlock, wilk none o' t 
Fine polish which wins mOGt uu hiiUes' hearts. 
I am more conyersBnt with sword and lance 
Than with the courtier's smite and honicd-worJg I 
And, baply, these mij be my bntie. 
But if 't be said, I am without that lire. 
That inward good, that proves a master-hand, 
'Twere false. 

Eda. As that which thou hast beard. 

Walt. Which may not be false. 

BdiB. Or it may be. 
'Tis but a fancy cradled i' the brain. 
Which foater'd will, in time, to madness grow. ,_ 

Walt. That were an end, indeed, more wished Uian S 
But I will be all gentleness. Stand by. 
Be thou the judge. Lf guiltless she, and thou 
Pronounce her so, then will I scorn the fiend, 
And take her to my heart and cherish her. 
If guilty ahe. it will be merdful 
To cut her image from my truetiug heart, 
And write mine epitaph. 

Eattr De Gdadeb. FftETRERic, FiTZ-OaBoai«| 
Mr noble ftieads. 
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De Qua, Well met once more. 
Oar frothed steeds have far outstripped our foes, 
Whose armed heels have ploughed their coursers' sides 
In Tain pursuit. 

Walt. Oh ! shame ! -shame ! shame ! 
That armed hands should fly from armed heels ! 

Edw. Chafe not, brave Waltheof ; we could bo more 
Than man could do. 'Tis true the battle's lost. 

Walt, Lost ! Nothing's lost while life is left in us. 

F%tZ'Os, All may be well. 

Walt, All may I AH shall be well. 
And yet with such amount of iH how can 
It e'er be well, unless ill fiither's good. 
We are disgraced ; are beaten from the field 
With life in us, and weapons in our hands. 
Our Saxon annals once again are stain'd 
With Saxon shame. As on I spurr'd my steed. 
The crook -back'd beldame, from her moor-side hut, 
With pointing.finger, launched her scorn at me. 
And shriek'd out, " See the Dastard ! " 

Edw, Now,, is tlus speaking like a man ? when thoi 
This day, hast acted so mach more than man ? 
Breasting with thy strength the Norman tide 
That swept us headlong in its mighty rush. 

Walt, Oh ! would &at it had iwallow'd me. 

Brave Ely thou art wounded ; look to it. 

Pre, A scratch. A gift of love that I repaid 
With interest. The lender did not live 
To boast of unrequited {HriDcipel. 

De Gua, I hare not seen good Cerdic since the mom. 

Walt, He ne'er will aee nor mom, nor eve «g«in. 
He and his sorrows now are both at rest. 

De Gua, Not dead I' 

Walt, Disdaining he to show the Norman host 
A coward's heel, he thsew his foot before, 
^18 back he set against a heap of slain. 
And when one shouted, ** Ransom, noble Thane,' 
He clove him down, then grimly smil'd, and said. 
Win it ; and thus he grea^ foii^ht and fefi. 
The pile of death before him lugh as my jfaaoe. 
And thus he died. 

Fre, A noble fate ; and thli his epitaph : — 
A soldier's death, told by a soldier's tongue. 
But cheer, good friends, once lost not always lost. 

Walt. And if I thought it were, this dismal waste 
Should grave -in Waltheof. But I live still 
To match again this Conqueror. What, Surs ! 
True living is not thinking what to act. 
Bat Acting that the which we dare to think. 
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To horse ! to horse ! our steeds now breathed again, 

To Huntingdon ; our castle's strong, the walls 

Will hold at bay the powers of the Idng. 

And there we'll lie tiU friends shall gather round, 

To whip this bastard back to Normandy. lEseimt.] 

SCENE 11.—^ Chamber in the Castle ofWaltheof. 

Judith and Adela, l. 

Ade, Wounded, my Judith, but not killed: There is 
An ark for thee in thme own conscience still. 

Jud. Thou, lovely dove, would'st bring the olive branA ? 
What's done, is done ; and heaven's mighty hand 
Alone can weave good from this tangled web. 

Ade. And still I hope. 

Jud. Hope is a sorry balm 
For minds diseased. 

Ade. Yet smile. 

Jud. I cannot smile, 
And seem what I am not. 

Ade. I would I were 
A fay of potent might, I'd call a smile 
Upon that lip. 

Jud. 'Twould be a sickly one ; 
A moon-ray, pale — and aye, as cold as it. 

Ade. Now heed. Thou list'n'st not. 

Jud. Oh, yes, I do. 
The lady, said'st thou, " felse" — ^pray pardon me — 
My thoughts were on a journey gone. 
Hark ! 

Ade. The wind around the battlements. 

Jud. The rush of steeds. 

Ade. The splashing waterfoll ! 
Goto! 

Jud. I Ve lov'd the tramp of war-horse from my yoiith. 
'Twas music, when it brought my Waltheof. 

Enter Edred, hastily, r. c. 

Cut short all compliment — ^thy news ? 

Edr. Lord Waltheof 

Jud. Lives? 

Edr. I saw the star upon his charger's front, 
That foaming breasts the hill with lower'd crest. 

Jud. He Uves ! now will I own that all the griefis 
That master'd me, are fangless, and 

Enter Waltheof, &. c. 

My husband ! 

Walt. [EnOtracing her.l Judith ! \E»ii Edr.] 
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Jud. My love hath lack of words, but in such terms. 
That my glad tongue can speak: oh, take them all — 
Of joy, and dear respect — lovfr 

Walt. And honour. 

Jud. Honour ? 

Walt. Aye, honour. 

Jud. And honour. 

Walt. \_A8ide.'\ Can such as she e'er murder on a kiss ? 
This slander hath th' innocuous serpent's skin, 
But adder's fang. She is not false. 

Ade. Hast thou no news for me, no little word ? 
I am not weeping — ^pray speak— -pr'ythee speak — 
Why — ^kill me not with looks — ^is he — ^he 

Enter De Guaoeb., r. f. 

[Walt, and Jud. retire. '\ 
Dost thou deserve a tear ? that thy good horse, 
A bridegroom on his back, could not outstrip 
A husband, wedded nigh for three long years. 

De Gua. Blame not, sweet love; my soul flew on the 
winds. 
My body- followed on my lagging steed. 
And he that leads our noble Waltheof 
On to his love, or to his enemy, 
Must be a pitch above us common men. 
Look thus ; weep thus ! thus meet my love — ever. 

Ade. How I had vow*d to frown on thee : but now 
My heart hath all forgot the lesson that 
It conn'd so oft : for I am very, very glad. 

Walt. \_Coming forward."] Conquered. 

Jud. Not dishonour'd. I have provided for 
Thy safety, love; thy horse is in the court. 
And by his side the Arab steed was brought 
From Palestine, thou gav'st me on the day 
That we were wed. Riememb'rest thou, dear lore. 
How thou did'st smile, and praise mine horsemanship ! 

Walt, [c] I do well. 

Jud. Upon the seas a ship 
Will waft us o'er to Normandy. 

Walt. And then > 

Jud. Why then, thou'rt safe ! 
Walt, 'Twas very strange 
That they should come — the king, troops, followers. 
And the news of them — together — ^instant. 

Jud. It was. 

Walt. How knowest thou ? 

Jud. Thou said'st as much. 
Thou look'st pale, dear love, and wan : Give me 
Thy sword ; — ^thou frownest on me, Walt^^fcot. 
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riinu (rown'aC not so wlien I did £ 
it Pvreoaey : Art woimded ? 

Wall. Save in mine hononr, no, 
\. form upon the ere of battle came, 
Dbtiirb'd m; watch, and hoarsi^ly whi^per'd me, 
" Ronena idss'd to death her Vortigem I" 
' Start DOt I Why, wench, thy bloodlesB cheek hnth ta'en 
A ropy from the lily'a leaf: — 
Rowena'a nought to thee. 

Jud. No — nought to me- 

Watl. Leas. 
And when the morning broie, a Britiah serf 
Ruah'd breatUeBa in— JoBt heed ? And hias'd — aye, liisa'd- 
That one, 1 think he told her name. Perhaps, 
I have forgot : did treach'rnus aend the news 
Of our great eDterpriae to Nonnand j. 

Jud. To Normandy \ 

Walt. What ! Echo me ? Still pale ? 
I need not finiah thia gad Story now ; 
'Tb known before 'tis told, and will have loat 
Ita fresheat colouring. The fiend spake truth. Off! 

Jud. In pity, hnrl me not from thee ; for look 
How tow thy frown hath beaten me. IKntettng.} 

Wall. So weep, and awear it is for love— for joy. 
Oh ! joy Of love well pisy'd— aye. play'd ao wcli. 
Same foolish lookers on might deem it true. 

De Oaa, [a. c] What huniom''s this ? 

Walt. Oh, Norfolk ! could we pry 
Beneath the veil that covers o'er the ahrine 
Of woman's heart, and read its mjatcriea, 
We should read that would make us curse the day 
We harter'd happy ignorance for that 
Wr. were moat blesa'd in knowing not. 

De Gua, This day's mislortuDes have o'enuaster'd him. 

Jad. Waltbeof ! 

Walt. What had 1 done? What aaid ? What thonghl pf 

That tliou ehonld'st mil anil nestle in my breaat, 
.Saating my geiiial warmth, till tike the snake 
O' the fable thou did'st torn and sting me. 
1 should kill thee— but then the doing on't 
Were far too tender for thy ponishment. 
I De Gua. Shame ou thy manhood, Waltheof— that it 
I Should shew its strength in cruahing woman's heart 1 

^ Thou boy in love, talk'st Ihoa of womeos' bMrti-~ 

, Lrurn their Full deptha, then babble of thy fulth ! 

J~d. Hear me, Waltheof. 

Wall. 1 do, and pray thikt I were deaf. [Crtuia ft I,.] 

Adf. Upon mj aoul ebe'f ' 
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Walt. She is most true, 
Who best knows why. Oh ! foolish, foolish heart, 
That coveted that gem — the gem now flawed ! 

Jud, No ! *tis not flaw'd — 
Thy breath of anger hath but clouded it : 
Smile on it, Waltheof — 'twill shine again. IClinging to him.} 

Walt. Oh, hadst thou stabb'd me, deeping in thine 
arms, 
I had awak'd, and dying pardoned thee ; 
But country, honour, gone ! — thou but a mark 
For bitter scorn ; and I a bankrupt fool. 
Who placed his all within so frail a bark. 

Jud. Hear me, hear me ! Cast me off — ^but hear me ' 

Walt. Was it great love, which is as dangerous 
Oft times as hate, overshooting its true mark. 
And giving death, where it meant happiness ! 
Or was it that undying, bitter hate, 
The Norman heart stiU bears the Saxon slave ? 

Jud. Oh ! no, no, no ! 
,WaU. No! 
It could not be ; we have a fair young boy 
That bears his father's impress on his face. 

Jud. Not more than is that impress on his mother's 
heart. 

Walt. I do believe thee, Judith, thou hast sinn'd. 
That grievously, I cannot wench, forget. 

^ Enter Edred, r. e. f. 

How how ? 

Edw. The Normans ! [Clashing of arms.'] 

Walt. Portcullis down, and drawbridge up. 
Now like my native wolf I'm brought to bay, 
And brave's the hound would throttle me. 

Enter Grantmesnel, Warrexe,'^c., with Troops, r. c. 

A goodly company to grace our halls. 

AU welcome, good my lords ; here is poor cheer 

To greet ye with. Some half-score swords, a tear or two. 

But, welcome, all ; welcome as is grim death 

To happy stahiless youth. I pray, good wife. 

Receive these gentlemen. 

Jud. I am, good Sirs, 
My husband's echo. Welcome gentlemen. 

Grant, [a., c] Yield, brave Waltheof; the king hath 
mercy. 

Walt. The mercy that the huntsman shows the stag, 
The mountain-cat the hare, man fellow-man. 
I stand upon the hearth of all mine ancestors ; 
Their wafr-wom banners droop above my head ; 



I 



I will not yield, nor shame their doings witll 

A dnstBrd's act. I've fought my way "gainst odds 

A hundred times taorc gresC thin these. 

iLat/i Ail hand on Aim svord. De Guader and Jsdilk 
mlerpose ifiwem "Waltheof nnrf (Ae Normans.] 

Jv4. Stand buck, ye Norrnun men. Stand bnok, I sqr, 
Who strikea at him, muat strike the blow through me. 
Who EtrikeB at me, but aime his roonardi'B heart. 
I am yonr maeter'e niece, Teapect me tiot, 
You throw n snUy on your loyalty. 
My Waltheot, thou raidet there wai a flaw 
In my Inve'e gem. 

Wall. Let that which y«ii and I 
Conferr'd upon he ijuite forgot. 

Jnd. With such 
Pull meamre of true love, that bade thre speak 
So merdfiil -, anch fulness did 1 give 
Vfhta I did act. 

Walt. Poor wench! 

Jvd. Not poor, but rich ; 
Surpuaing rich, if coin^ words, and tears, 
Can raniom but thy lifs, now forfeited. 

Orml. [r. c] De Guader. Enrl of Norfolk, in tirtne nf 
My great anthority, I arrest thee. 

De Gna. I threw and won n treasure of such pries, 
That I was lured to throw agnin, and loat. 
Here ii roy plea— there in my sword — I am 
Your prisoner. [Exeun I guarded, followed liy Ade., ■. e.] 

Walt. So tome give way! 
I wag not bom to yield, to »ny I am 
Your prisoner, to cog, wail 'tendance on 
The noblest of you aM. Now Surrey, now. 
[T^Jigbl iWaltineofitKOrd ireaii i throu-t M« kitt tvttf^ 
Curse on the fickle blade : it (iroke where all 
My father's fortunes broke sgainiit tbis Conqueror. 

War. [n.] Where is thy boasted freedom now ? 

Watt. ILafing hia hand on hit heart.'] Here 1 
Warrenne, thou ever waat mine enemy. 
Twice hath my gage been hurl'd down at thy fcef. 
Twiiie hath thy sword not dar'd to back the words 
Thy tongue dared speak of me as 



War. As what thon wert, 



what thou'i 






Walt. TrMtor ! beoBose I si 



» be, B traitor. 



s, lake it.— Traitor! 



IFar. What m 
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. This much : he stands 

to thmk he could forget himself, 
against such galless impotence. 

Away with him ! I can afford him words, 
■ds methinks are his only weapons left. 
. Or thou'dst not dare to bandy them. 
, [r.] Away with him. 
. How easy 'tis to say, 
ng which would ]dace the stamp of man 
;. Farewell my Judith— oaks bend not. 

[Ejntf guarded r. c] 

Oh ! torture rack ye all, that ye should come 

: the spring and summer of our loves, 

> the goodly promise of its bud. 

ould the seas had swallowed all your host, 

een spared this mortal agony. 

Art thou not Norman ? 

No. 

No? 
Surrey, no ! 

was wedded to a Saxon, then 

I Saxon too. Go to. Thou'st had 
Peking with hearts — with woman's heart, 

I had'st spared thy tongue such questioning. 

II I to the king ; he hath a heart ; 
3h it i' the place where pity dwells, 
ack. Lord Surrey ! 

t. Lord Surrey, hold ! with woman we war not, 
►e with woman's grief. 
Thanks Grantmesnel ; 
m'st thou coupled with so iklse a hound ? 
bhe king, unkmg-like, scometh me, 
e a match to play, shall out-play him, 
e can attach the freedom of 

Is, he is a king indeed. \_Exettnt all but War.] 

Mine enemy is now within my grasp, 
'. let him slip, I'll brand me fool. 
)f dead ! Why, — then Judith weds again. 
g's my friend : I have the clue to guide 
>ugh the maze, within whose hidden depths 
love — ^power — ^wealth, and aye — ^revenge. [jBj«7, &. c] 

SCENE llh-^mtJlout the Castle, 

GuRLOis diicovered. 

The shadows grow upon the forest glades— 
t the time : I never knew her yet to ful : 
les — mother. 
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Guin. No wonU. Now heed me, boy, 
The Norman dame hath but now set her forth 
Upon the missinn of n nife ; all men are foola 
And melt at woman's tears. The king, be si 
Wiil pardon Waltheof— to mate it TOid, 
Most thoa creep id upon the Saion'a sleep — 
Thuo. know'at lis rest — be bath a naked throat. J 

Our. Strike my dagger home : it is i 
That words from UB shuuld ahame to name when H 
Bat thui he falls alone. 

Guia. I thank thee, boy. 
Myself will haunt his couch : bin dungeon jaini 
This maasive rock. 

Sur, Hast thou that dungeon'B key ? 

Guia. No, boy. I hnve a key more anre thaa)|| 
Of man e'er forj'd. Revenge, which opens n 
Splits dimgeoQ doors ; melts bars of brass and El 
And riflea aecreta, wedged within the heart. 
There's not a foot, within these castles' wnllfl, ' 
I could not tread, though blinded as the molo. 
The rat is caged : the weasel seta him tree ! 
To scent more death : to batten on more blood ! 

Gut. What nilt thou do ? 

Guin. Why, set liim free ! 

Gut. Free? 

Guin. Aye! 
If thou woiitdst have thine arrow strike the morkifl 
Wouldflt tear the feather off? Waltheof dead, 
Before 1 woDt him dead, what instrument 
Hnve I ? 

Gur. Thou'rt right. My task. 

Guin. Within an hoar, stand a war borse ti 
With sword, lance, battle-.axe : — a knight wlU ci 
Shall crimson 1b<« his flanks, watch him — dog hi 
The issue bring to me. Already hath 
The Norman Adela, by md from GrantmMnet 
Sot her yonng husband free. 

Gur. 1 will do thy hi dding, oiother. 

Guin. 1 know't — Farewell I 

Cut. Farewelll [^BxtanlG 

SCENE IV.— A Jhmgeon. WalCti^ daeoi 

Wall. It is our gift predominant above 
The hrule, to know that death will put nn end 
To all life's cosunltiis. And jet there is 
Sacb dread to leora the itran^ nncertaiiities 
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!liat lie beyond this short abiding place. 

k&ch fear to learn what is^ for what may be, 

Inch lingering hope on shadows based, yet based 

!o strong, that few men care to heave it down. 

n howling waste, where wolves in tireless gallop hunt, 

"here's a nook where still a flower blooms ; 

lias in my heart 'midst all this frantic whirl, 

liere nestles hope. Judith ! Judith ! thou art 

*liat flower, the memory of whose smile 

^m hallow sleep, will smooth this rugged couch. 

[^lAea doum to sleep.] 

£nter Guintveb,, ditgtMed as a Saxon Serfy mth a torch. 

Otdn, Awake ! yet, on his brain there settles fast 
^e cloud of sleep ; out-shutting from his sense 

CTiose thoughts, which ever there, would frenzy him. 

] €!ome9jbrward.'] How still it is — still as a chamel house ! 
[•Kneeling over him,"] How calm he sleeps ! I have not known 

such sleep 
^inoe my green youth its race of life b^an. 
[ have not seen a brow so calm, since when 
^ cradled on my breast my murder'd boy ! 
^is pale cheek, cold : his bright hair dot with blood. 
iTes ! I could stab thee now : but then thy brow 
^ath such a peace on it, as his had then. — 
^alt. moves,'] Frown not — ^bend not- -or then my dagger's 

pouit 
y^utt plant my hate ! W'th one quick blow — 
^ith but my finger's clutch — I could — ^what do ? 
['m not so poor in deed — so merciful ! 
Vway ! IThrowing the dagger away.] so kind in act — so 

pitifrd. — 
Ls thus to silence him ! He wakes ! [Kneels.] My Lord ! 

Walt, iCkilmly.] Well! 

Gtdn, [Aside,] No start ! he hath a heart, dear as the dew 
liat sun light peeps uito, and finds no stain. 
Jp, and away. 

Walt, And who art thou ? How earnest here ? 

Gum. There is a cavern leading to this cell, 
!liat with a mouth gapes on the outer world, 
've heard an aged kinsman speak of it. 
^or home and Waltheof, I dared the search — 
^ound it. Thou art free. 

Walt. To feel once more the cool and bracing air — 
:o see the sky — ^the earth — to mount again 
uly gallant horse, and with my lance in rest 
/ry** death to Tyranny!" for this I follow thee; 
luragh grim-eyed death smil'd ghastly from the cave, 
knd shouted *< Wdcome ! Welcome ! Waltheof." 
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Guin. There lies tHy way — 'twill bring the^ safely forth, 
Through foes and guards, outposts and castle walls. 
There stands thy steed, with battle-axe and spear — 
Why waits my lord ? 

Wali. Thy name, that when I charge my country's foe, 
I may unite it with my battle-cry: 
That I may tell to Saxon ears and hearts 
What Saxon woman did. Thy name — state — linea ge 
Ha f [Guin. draws backy and suddenly drops her ditguisi,] 

Guin. My name ? 'twas once a queen's I my state ? it ifl 
A queen's ! my lineage ? when these shrunk veins 
Were warm with human blood, the channels they 
Fed from the crimson fountain of a line of kings ! 

Wali. Whate'er thou art — or living — ^breathing^-d«ad-* 
A cherish' d spirit— or a fiend from hell — 
Still, I thank thee. And now will I make sure, 
This is no cunning coinage of the brain, 
I'll touch thee; though the touch should shrivel me. 

Guin. \_Dropping her torch j and retiring.'] 

Thrice we've met, and once again, 

We shall meet on heath or plain ! 

When we meet — ^my work is done — 

Saxon ! then thy sand hath run. [£fft/.] 

Walt. And be it so ! for be she true, as once 
I've proved her true — ^which bids my reason doubt, 
What reason scoffs — I'll gaze upon my fate 
As stedfast as an erring mortal may. 
— I hear my steed. Oh, gold and amber stars. 
That set amid the heaven's sapphire arch, 
Look down on me I and when ye see me blench. 
Though hell send forth its prophet messengers 
To frown me back, and horrors shake my faith. 
Then turn to balls of fire, and hot with rage 
Flame from your thrones, and strike the coward dead. \_BjcU.'\ 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— ^ Hall in Edwin's Castle. 
Enter Fitz-Osbornb, Edwin, Db Guadbr, Fbbthbrio, 

MORCAB, R. 

FitZ'Os. [l.] How say you. Sire, he would not pardon him? 

De Gua. [c] And when she knelt, and pray'd, and look'd 
to him. 
As to a god that ruled her destiny. 
And her impassion'd eloquence won tears 
From soldiers' eyes, he sternly still said — No !- 

Edw. [l. c] Till in despair 
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She left him. m his pride, and tremhling turn'd 
Her wofol steps toward her woful home. 
Since, Sire, she said, and weeping said it too, 
I may not live with him, nor may not tread 
My little path of life in his dear .company, 
I can — and here she rose to majesty — 
I can. Sire, die with him. Thus she left him. 

Fret. [r. c] And then the king, as moved by her last words. 
Repented, and with a deep sigh that shook 
His iron frame, he swore to pardon all. 
We pardon them, said he, and we shall sleep 
This night the better for the doing on't. 
And forthwith he despatched a messenger 

Mor. Who, falling in with Edwin on the road. 
To him gave up the priceless document. 

Edw, And he who first shall bear this tale of life 
To him, who living, so deserves to live, 
Shall merit most my love and gratitude. 
Who shall but breathe my steed in this great race, 
Shall win a thousand crowns ; whose horse's heels 
Shall spurn the day upon my charger's chest, 
A thousand crowns, a Wde of fertile land. 
Away ! a welcome gift is ne'er too early sent. 

lShout8 iviihout 0/ Waltheof 1 Waltheof !] 

Fret. Ha! 

Edw, The lion hath burst his bonds. 
Oh, dire mischance ! 

Enter Waltheof, l. 

Walt, [Crosses to table.'] Spare me speech. A cup of wine. 
[Drinks.'} My spirit 
Had nigh fled. I had not, Edwin, deem'd 
Thy wine so choice. Methinks, good friends, your lips 
And hands should wear a kinder welcoming. 
Am not I free ? 

Edw. [Giving the pardon.'] The king hath pardon'd thee. 

Walt. Impossible ! 
No human heart is there so large that it 
Hath room for mercy's seed to spring beside 
Such justly ripen'd hate. Oh ! spesk again, 
And say you did but jest ; you did but' try 
Mv soul's firm constancy. The damning truth 
Would make me touch the base of all my grief. 

De Gua. Why, this is most ungracious, Waltheof. 
The king is noble. 

Walt. Aye, push home the barb. 
I will not take this paltry gift of life. 
Which in the taking will (Hshonour me. 
I vow'd myself to right my country' a yjtOTi^. 
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To break this vow because my life 's at stake, 
Would bring hell's curse upon the renegade. 

De Gua. Bethink you well. 
Our fortunes desperate, our honour pluck'd, 
And we are reared again to pristine form 
By this most king-like pardoning. 

Fitz- Os. Yes, he hath pardoned us, 

Walt, Us ! Pardoned us ! 
Hath pardoned us! Whip me with jester's scoffs, 
That e'er I gave you right to babble us ! 
He hath forgiven you, his lacqueys, slaves, 
The rich fed* stomachs of his lofty state. 
That tum'd rebellious, when his hand refused 
Some dainty morsel that they coveted. 
Oh, I could tear my flesh to think that I 
Could mate myself with such state weathercocks ! 
Us! 

De Gua. But he hath power, friends, and abler still. 
That sinew, gold. Upon the southern shore 
A navy rides — the north by Chester's held. 

FitZ'Os. The west, De Gilbert, with his lances, guard 
While William with a power infinite 
Holds all around in fee. 

Walt. Gods, give me patience ! 

De Qua. You will not brave his puissance, Waltheof. 

Wa,lt. Will not ! I will, though he were fenc'd around 
With all his chivalry ! Will not ! 
You urged me on to dare with ye the end 
Of this most bold emprize. I knew it then — 
You loved not me — cared not for liberty. 
Where is your blood ? it mounts not to your cheeks 
With very shame ! hath fear all frozen it ? — 
Go to ! Go to ! I've seen a moorside goose, 
More bravely cackle. Oh, away with you ! \_Cros9e9 to l.] 

Fitz-Os. You wrong us, Waltheof; on my soul you do ! 
What brings us here but love ; what holds our love, 
But knowing you are worthy of that love. 

De Gua. We sought thee. 
And knowing that, would save your noble life : 
Accept the gift, it were but policy. 

Walt. That policy again : you said 'twas policy 
That made him kind to me — 'tis policy 
Say you, would bid me bend to him, — 
Away with policy — Fll none of it ,- 
*Twas made for priests f court foxes, cardinals, 
And not for gentlemen .'* 

* The lines printed in UdUcs are omitted by order of thti 
Ucencer of Plays. 
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FitZ'Os, I will no farther in this matter. 

Walt. I knew 'twas so — did I not say 'twas so ' 
Off, off ! ye icicles, that melt before 
The sun of state ! I am well rid of ye ! 
And now I stand alone ! 

JVc. [Crosses to c] No I Not alone while life's in me, or 
while 
One blush of shame shall tinge a Saxon cheek. 

Mor, [Crosses to c.'] Here is my naked breast, and here 
my blade ; 
If thon should'st find hid there so foul a thought, 
Then pluck it out, and shame me with its sight. 

Edw, When Waltheof said alone, he meant that he 
And I were one — 'twas thus he thought, therefore 
Spake "alone." 

Walt. Thanks ! thanks ! Oh, never let me hear again. 
This selfish world knows not unselfish friends, 
For J can give the lie to it, as all 
Men can who with themselves deal honestly. 

De Gua. [To Edw.] Yon will not aid him in the desperate 
cause ? 

Edw. And think ye thanks from him are nothing worth ? 
Go place ye honours, wealtli, within the scale 
Ags^t the thanks from out a noble heart. 
See which with Edwin weigh the heaviest. 

Walt. Now to your king — this noble Conqueror — 
For great he is ; and tell him thus : — ^That I 
For goodness, gifts, which. he hath heap'd on me,' 
Do thank him with a heart that hath no tongue 
Its thanks to speak. And tell him Normans, this — 
That while I prize, and love, and honour him. 
Still for my country dare to be his foe. 
And be assured. 

Were William Waltheof, then would he act 
As Waltheof does, now William is the king ! 

De Gua. Thy wife ! 

Walt. You bade me think on Brutus, not three suns ago ! 

De Gua. I pray you think of this. 

Walt. And so I do, and act upon the thought. 

Fitz-'Os. He is right royal. 

Walt. I know it ; therefore 
His equal make thyself by fronting him. 

De Gua. Lost ! lost ! Oh ! Edwin, aid me, never see 
So brave a swimmer drown'd, because no rope 
Is thrown to him. 

Edw. Better drown'd than be dishonour'd. 

Walt. It is thy wife speaks, man. Thou wouldst have 
sworn : — 
I sav'd thy soul from perjury. Thank me« 
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And let me see the last of thee. Now, Pretheric 
To Huntingdon ! — upon the spur, I ride. 
This pardon here, 1*11 use as policy — 
I thank ye for that word — 'twill rid my home 
Of vermin ! bane the rats ! 
Oh ! yes, I'll be so politic — that ye 
Shall stare on me : — Come ! 'tis your country calls — 
Shouts out for policy — and I will be — 
Oh ! yes, so very politic ! IRushes outf followed by Edw 

Fre. and Mor.] 
De Gua. After him — ^we yet may save him. He is 
Too brave a heart to be thus lost for want 
Of friends to prompt him on to good. Come. lEa^eunti l.] 

SCENE 11.—^ wild Wood. 

Enter Guiniver and Gturlois, r 

'^ttin. You left him there ? 

Gur. Within the castle walls. 

Gmn. I've seen thee, Grurlois, when the stanchesi 
hound 
Hath near'd the antler'd stag, outleap that hound, 
And plant thy knife, e're yet his greedy fangs 
Had torn the bursting throat. Ive seen thee tire 
The slotting wolf, and grapple him to death. 
Then mark me, boy, thou must outdo thyself — 
Must match thyself against thyself — and fleet 
As arrow fleeing from the bow, seek Waltheof. 
'Tis as I said — ^the king hath pardon'd him. 

Gur. Pardon'd him ! 

Guin. If he accept the gift, 
The which I doubt; but still he may : we lose 
Revenge. 

Gur. And I ? 

Guin. Take thou this packet, boy ; 
It bears the seal of his approved friend, 
That poor toy, Atheling. I stole his ring 
Some summers since — ^I thought its use would come. 
Seek out the path that horses never trod. 
From here to there, the broad- wing'd falcon's flight. 
Nor veer nor right nor left, but place thine eye 
Upon yon hill, thy better foot before. 
If waters front thee, swim : if foemen, strike. 
Will knows no obstacle, save to o'ercome. 
Deliver this — ^jio matter how or where. 
At banquet — ^night or day — ^it must be done. 

Gur. It shall. [Crosseg to l.] Mother ! 

Guin. Son. 

Gur, Canst tell me, mother — [Pauses, affected,'] 
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Guin, My boy ! 

Gur. If thou wilt ever sit again beneath 
The Druid oak, and tell me wondrous tales 
Of British worth, ere Pict or Roman came. 
Shall I, mother, ever do thy will again ? 

Guin. Boy ! Boy ! 

Gur, That tells me, no ! Farewell, dear woods. 
Wild hills, glad streams, bright sun, and happy birds. 
Farewell, my mother, we shall meet again, 
Where Saxon, Norman, never can oppress. 
IKneels.'} Bless me, mother. 

Guin. Bless thee ! bless thee, boy ! 
Thy rude, untutored, heart, led on by me, • 
Hath seldom felt the gladness of this life. 
If thou hast err'd be then the blame on by m 
If thou hast sinn'd, oh ! let me bear the lash. 
Th<fu wilt be pitied in thine ignorance. 
There, [Kisses him] the first for years — the last for ever. 
Now go. [He starts upf looks on his mother.} 

Gur, [Passionately.'] Mother ! [Exit, l.] 

Guin. 'Twas well he went. I could not look on him 
With tearless eye. And who shall boast he saw, 
Guiniver weep } Yet weep I must. Well ! well. 
But it shall be to stocks, and stones, and trees, 
And sightless herbs, which bend their petals 'fore 
The blazing sun ! Let nature hear the sob, 
A mother heaves for her first-born — ^her son. 
The fox, the wolf, the very mountain cat. 
Weep for their ravish'd young, not knowing deatn, 
But separation : shall I prove that I 

Am brutish more than they ? No! no! no! [weeps."] 

My rough wood-boy ! the last of all that race 
Of red-blood kings, who govem'd nations. 
His father was broad-stiamp'd upon his brow 
When I did kiss him. Oh 1 it shook me then. 
But now ! I am a queen again. Revenge ! 
Dry up these tears, and scorch from out my heart, 
All — sJlf save that which fiercest vengeance breeds. [Ejpitf r.] 

SCENE III.— Ha// in the Castle </ WaltheQf. 

Enter Warbennb, Grantmesnil, and others^ Gaoler, r.c. 

War. Fled ! Waltheof fled : and yet the door 
Fast lock'd : the bolts undrawn : the bars unscathed : 
And thou no hand in it. I tell thee, slave. 
Thine every limb shall stretch unto the point 
Of cracking, if [Jud. rushing in, l.] 

Jud. [l.] My husband ! Warrenne. 
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War. [c] Ask thou of yon pale slare. 

Jud. Oh ! rather ask thine own dark ruthless heart, 
Thou man of crime : I charge thee on thy soul ^ 

To tell to me, who hath most right to ask, 
Where is my Waltheof ? 

Grant, [r.] Pray patience, Lady. 

Jtid. Oh ! nameless yillany ! ThovL shalt account to me, 
for every hair. I will not bate thee one. 
For every pulse of life, that would have beat, 
'Twixt now and ripest age — ^for every word 
Of love, command, authority — that he 
Had spoken, had he outlived thy coward hate. 
My husband ! my husband ! 

War, Thy husband hath escaped. 

Jud. To heaven ! 

War. Fled. 

Jtid. 'Tis false ! canst thou, Grantmesnel, stand there, 
A noble knight, with sword and golden spur. 
And cleave me not that villain to the core. 
Give me thy brand : yet no — 1*11 stain it not 
With blood, that would corrode, and shame, and rust. 
[Weeps.'] Tears ! rivers then, to choke the breath from out 
That dastard's throat. 
[Plucks a hair from her head.] Here is a cord to hang thee 

with. Go forth 
And twist it round a ray that cleaves the air. 
And it will strangle thee. 

War. [Taking Jud. by the wrist.] Woman ! 

Jud. Man ! imhand me. [Shouting without.] Ha ! 

Enter Waltheof. 

Wal. [Striking War. Jrom his wife.] Off, hound ! My 
Judith ! 

War. The hound hath yet a fang. [Eait^ b. c] 

Jud. Speak ! Speak, to me. [Famtsf] 

Walt. Oh ! smile. Great ill hath crushM thee not, 
Shall good, then, murder thee? And yet 'tis so. 
What! Judith,— girl. 

Jud. Yes! yes. 

Walt. That's well! That's brave. 

Jud. Brave, very brave ! 
Forgive me that I weep. 

Enter Warrenne and troops ^ R. c. 

War. Seize the traitor. 
[Soldiers adtance, Walt, produces the pardon^ they all retire.] 
How now ? some mystic scroll — some jugglery. 
Poxlition 1 A pardon from the king ! 
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WaU, [To War.] How very mystic is the scroll. 
Why start ye back ? Brave men, there are no swords. 
No lance-heads here. I had not known before. 
That parchment, with a. scratch of ink on it, 
Could fright back armed men. Fear not, dear love ; 
These wasps have sheath' d their stings: the name of king, 
take to a honeycomb, hath charm'd their buzzing rage. 

Grant. And so the king hath, king-like, pardon'd thee ? 
^ow, on mine honour, I am glad of it. 

Walt. Withdraw your troops then from our castle walls ; 
And such good cheer an'd heartfelt courtesy 
Jks knight may shew to knight, will I to thee. 

[Grant, and troops exeunt. '[ 
[Ande.l That's policy. To thee. Lord Surrey, 
On hoirseback, foot, sword, lance or battle-axe — 
In tourney ground, or in my castle-yard — 
I'll meet witii thee; think well on't. Refiise — 
I will proclaim thee, lord, as coward, knave ! 
Through every court and land in Christendom ! 

War. Take back each threat for threat — each word for 
word — 
A Norman noble wastes on Saxon churl 
No further thought — and masters meet not slaves. [Eant^ r. c] 

Walt. [^Looking after him.^ Fool ! 

Jud. And he hath pardon'd thee ; how more than man's a 
king. 
Who, justly anger'd, like a god forgives. 
There seems again a light within the sun — 

Enter GuaLOis, breathless and disguised. Gives Walt, the 

packet. 

Pray samts here comes no doud. 

Gttr. Read. 

Walt. From whence art thou ? 

Gur. Read. 4 

Walt. Ha ! the seal of Atheling. 

[Ur\folds the packet. Sees a dagger. ~\ 

Jud. What is't has ta'en 
The colour from thy cheek ? 

Walt. Whence comest thou ? 

Gar. From Atheling. [JKn7, r. c] 

Walt. [Shewing the dagger."] This little toy- should teU 
Of some new sport, that it alone can play. 
Read, my Judith ; for there may cluster words 
Which worse than this poor knife, would murder me. 

Jud, [Reading."] "Thou art pardoned." That's good, 
twice told. '* But the revengeful king, now dooms thee for a 
darker fate than death." 

WaU. Read on — ^this joy will overthrow reason. 
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Jud. Joy! 
Walt. Read on. 

^ 

Jud. [^Reading.'] *' Thou wilt be dr&gged to Normandy, t» 
be the gaze, as thou hast been before, of Norman crowds." 

Walt. {Exultingly.'] Now, William, now ! then art ndtf 
enemy ! 
Go on. 

Jud. [Reading. 1 "This pardoning is but a lure; bciruf. 
the poison that Ues hid beneath. Atheling." 

Walt. I did deiy him, ere I knew of this. 

Jud. What meanest thou ? 

Walt. That I am nobler than 
This Conqueror. I hurl'd his pardon back : 
Disdain'd to bow: but then my heart was fill'd 
With sense of deep-dyed black ingratitude. 
My sword was lead — my lance a winter-rush ! 
Mine arm was impotent. I feel again 
The glow of manhood come; my blood flows on. 
In quicker, madder course ! The debt I owed 
Is paid. Once more I'm free; and Waltheof 
Is Waltheof again ! [Oowef to e.] 

Jud. And I am lost. I saw my happiness, 
Snat{;h'd at it, fell. 

Walt. To Normandy ! \_Cros8ea to i.] 

Jud. Thou'lt spare thyself this great indignity. 

Walt. Or let me merit all their scoffs in Normandy. 
I can remember, Judith, when a boy, 
I robb'd a wolf of all her suckling brood. 
Her eye had such a fire within its orb 
As glares within thine now. What, ho ! 

Enter Edred. 

Sound forth my challenge from the battlements. 

Our castle's strong ; we will defy the king. 

My armour shall be hack'd from off my limbs. 

My sword and lance both shattered to the grasp, 

Ere I will yield. [Sound of trumpets. '\ These hounds may 

bay them hoarse. 
With thee and honour left, I have two citadels 
That shall not fall while life can hold it out. [Exefint, a. c' 

SCENE l\.—Hall in the Castle of Waltheof. Noise of 
Fighting. Many retainers rush across the Stage ^ a. to l. 

Enter Egbert , followed by Edred and Troops, r. 

Egb. To the eastern walls. How goes the day ? 
Edr, At present well. Our noble Waltheof 
Hath beaten back now thrice the enemy. 
^ff3. I hear his shout. On, on, my gallant braves. 
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leaye not our noble chief the sole renown. IShouts.'] 

[ark! 

Mdr, On t 

igb. Waltheof or victory! 

[Eaeunt. Noise offignting still continues^ l. v. k.] 

&i^«r GT5VSIVE.VI.J followed by Warrens anrf Troops, yrom a 
Portal in r. of the Scene, Soldiers pass offy r. s. e. 

Gtet». Now tread as light, as though 'twere brittle ice, 
le&eath it floods, that plummet never reach'd — 
Sbe castle's thine, thy foe 's within thy grasp. 

War. And thy reward ? 

Quin, {Laughing, "l Rewardl Cleft heads and bleeding trunks, 
teward 1 Back ! back ! here is thine enemy, 
leware ! no twenty swords can match his blade, 
t^en wielded by his strong and desperate arm. 

[Guin. War., and Troops withdraw. "] 

nter Gurlois, who goes to his mother^ then Waltheof, his 
armour hacked^ his plume gone, followed by Edreo and 
Officer, r. s. e. 

Walt. Hurl down the traitor from the battlements 
Ixo talks of yielding. Let his craven heart 
t food for dogs. While stone shall rest on stone 
plant my banner on its topmost height. 
liere most the foe press on their fierce assault 
ead thou the bowmen. Win, and wear thy spurs ; [-4tenw.] 
ose, then never let me see thy face again. [Ejcit Edr.] 

Egbert rushes in. 

peak, old man. Nay, totter not, the while my arm 
s left to aid thee with. 

Egb. The castle's fired. [Walt, staggers, and Egb./fl/&.] 

Walt. Oh ! would that thus were Waltheof. Egbert ! 

Egb. 'Tis fit that Egbert die, now Waltheof 
las nothing left for him — to linger — ^for : 
!Tiine hand — good — master ! {Kisses it and dies.'] 

Guin. {To War.]fNow ! now ! [War. and Troops rtish 

forward.'] 

Walt. Traitors! 

War. We have met again. Yield ! 

Walt. For so would'st thou, or any fool, who set 
[is life above his honesty. Stand back/ 
rive way ! {Attacks them ; Guin. and Gur, watchitw and 

exulting. 1 

TuDiTH rushes in, followed by three retainers, and receirri a 
blow that was aimed at Walt, by War. 

Jud. That's nobly done ! 

TEL 
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[Shouts and alarums ^ continued y and the effects of the fi 
seen thrmtgh the loopholes^ Sfc. of the Fortress.'] 

Walt. {^Killinff War.] Hell's tortures grapple thee. 

[Soldiers take out the body o/'Warr. and 

Jud, IVe saved thee, Waltheof : the Norman wife 
Hath proved her Saxon love, and set her seal on it. 

Walt. My heart is stone, or it had been crack 'd at tliis 

Jud. Once more say Judith : it remembers me 
Of when, yonr smile first tanght me that you lov'd. 
It brings a gush of pleasant thoughts, that like 
To angels glad my happy, happy, brain ! 
I hear thee whisper me, as thou didst when 

I crown'd this noble brow at Pevensey 

Once more 

Wiilt. My Judith! 

Jud. That's music fit to die upon ! 
'Tis dark — you light me not. Then is death nigh 
Indeed ! Kiss me Waltheof ! You know a kiss 
Was-^ever my reward. Raise me. — ^That's well ! 
So ! — closer still : — closer — now can I die. 
Most like a flower, on my stem. [Noise without offighi 

Edw. [Without. '\ Waltheof. To the rescue ! Waltl 

[Shouts with 

Jud. [JRaising herself] Tis Edwin ! Live ; Live ! [1 

Gur. [T'o Guin.] Away! 

Guin. What ! start the raven from the carrion ^ 
Fly ! not gone ? Boy, I do command thee hence. 

[Exit Gur 
f 7%c noise of battle increases. The doors are burst opei 

Normans are beaten in by Edwin, Fretheric, and M< 

Walt, takes no notice.] 

Enter Edred, bounding forward. 

Edr. 'Tis won ! 'tis [Draws back with hot 

Edw. [Kneeling down.] My Waltheof. 

Pre, My friend. 

Mor. My countr3nnan. 

Guin. [Coming forward.] Saxon! 

Walt. [Starting up.] Again ! thou bitter, bitter air ; 
creep'st 
Into my blood. What horror now } Hast come 
To gaze on what would make thy sister fiends 
To weep. [To Edw.] Dost see her } 

Edw. Yes. 

Walt. Then, is she not — air .' [Rushes towards and stabs 
I — I^-did think to strike at nothing ! 

Guin. Thou hast struck less. 

Enter Guilais in chainSy l. \st s. 
My hoy I my boy. The shaft has but recoil'd. 



;ENE IV.] WALTHEOi?. 53 

F^e. Away with him to tortures, racks ! 

Gwr, Peace 1 peace. [Points to his mother. 1^ 

^anst find me out a sharper pain than that ? 
lother! mother! Look there.' {^Points to Wait, and Jxudi. 

'lauffh exuUingly. Exity l. u. e. guarded."] 

WaU. Ask, ask, that woman f why ? why ? 
Ouin. Thy father's father, slew my father's sire, 
Vly Other's daughter hath not lived in vain. 

. Bdw. Thou worse than fiend. 

Guin. [Taking Edw. by the arm.] Look forth, beyond that 
blinding doud of smoke, 
^ hills and dales, broad woods and silver streams, 
rhese all were once the Briton's heritage. 
\ told thee why I doubly hated him, 
?or her — her father slew my youngest boy ! 
^ese were my wrongs, and here is my revenge, 
foe! mine ! the poor, despis'd, scorned British slave, 
^d now I ask my soid, repentc^t thou ? • / 

t answers, No. Death is on me ; what then ? 
xo thou to life, thou art more curs'd than \, ,l^ 

Will not leave my body to be made 
Hie mark of scorn : I am a queen, and like 
^ queen will have a queen-like burial. [Staggers up the steps.'- 
iVithin this burning wreck, which I have made, 
Jntaint by Saxon hands, I find a grave. [Leaps on ruins.'] 
^own, down, ye blazing ruins, perish all : 
Jife, body [The ruins fall in with her.] 

Walt, And now what have I left to linger for ? 

Edw. What linger for ? 

IHends ! Fatherland. Up, up, thou noble heart, 
!lie king's thy friend, thy direst foe is slain, 
Lnd we, thy lovers, countrymen, stand round 
. belt of hearts to do, or die for thee. 

WaU. I have no wife ! 

Edw. Thou hast a country : hast forgotten it ? 

Walt* Curse on the day when I remember'd it. 
[y wife ! she was my friend, my country — all : 
bad nor hope, nor dream, nor thought, but she 
!ade it more bright, more pure, more beautiful. 
aim of glory, fame, but 'twas for her. 
IB was the root from whence my glory sprang : 
le stem round which it twined. The leaf — oh, God, 
Btd! Dead! Dead. 
Fer. Be a man. 
Watt. I am a man ! 

id prove my manhood most, by weeping o'er 
woman 1 have loved and lost. 
or wench ! that bosom, whose soft white had made 
urioe bolted snow seem black*, down, gr«xa.\A «Xou<&\ 
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Where I have laid so oft my happy head, 

And bless 'd the pillow that so cushion 'd me. 

To think that I — I— oh ! wretched, wretched, man ? 

Have thrust foul death upon that perfomed nest, 

And made its shrine a sheath for cold, cold steel. 

Edw. [Aside.'] Be comforted. 

Walt, Talk not to me ; this is the sabbath of 
My grief; and I would keep it holy ; 

F^e. [7b Edw.] What devil's hand was it that murder'd 
her } 

Walt. [Sprin^ng nj9.] I slew him, Fretheric ! I slew the 
fiend I 
Whose steel itnhallowed reach'd that angel's life ! 
1 slew him ! Slew him, Judith. What recompense ? 
Now, Normans, now I the grisly form of death 
Smiles from your weapons daring me to leap — 
There in my heart that maddens for the dare I 

[Snatches a sword from onq of the Soldiers.] 
In war's grim front this arm shaU flame no more — 
It ne'er shall strike again — save thus : — {Stabs hinue^.] 

And ne'er before did it strike half so true I [Falls.] 

Edw. Was that well done ? 

Walt. If not well done, it was at least well meant — 
Is't no temptation, Edwin, think ye now, 
To join her once again ? To hear, see, touch 
This rare and exquisite perfection ? 

Sweet wife ! there's room on death's cold couch for both ! 
And now I would not be a demigod ! [Kisses her.] | 

Honey, Edwin, honey — 'twas honey to thjB last 1 
Judith 1 [Diet.] 

Curtain falls. 
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